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I E happy Talent you have 

acquired of NATURALIZING 
French Plays, and the Ro- 
man Opirit you poſſe ſs of 
ADOPTING Englith ones, 
will certainly entitle you to no ſmall Share 


of Immortality. 
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Moliere and Corneille will be y 
Vouchers for the former, aud Shakeſpear 
Beaumont, Fletcher, {| and ſome Living 

Authors, for the latter of theſe laudable 
Qualifecations. e 


As the Roman, who was betrothed to a 
Spouſe Homely and Barren, generouſly pro- 
wided for the beautiful Offspring of ſome 
zeceſſttous Brother Citizen ; ſo you, ma- 
turely conſidering the Hereditary Poverty 
to which Poets are born, hade by an unpre- 
ſideuted Example, and the moſt extenſive 
Charity, liberally maintained ſeveral of the 
Children of the above-mentioned Writers. 


— 
/ 


For. my part, I eſteem it as the greateſt 
Happineſs in being the Recorder of your 
Fame, and this laſt Ad of Bounty to Mo- 
| here zs the chief Motive of my undertaking 

ſo difficult a Task ; but 


Jacta eſt alea and ſo to the Point. 


* Tartuffe. The Cid. | Richard III. The Cuſtom of the 
Country. The Elder Brother, be. © 8 5 | 1 
| Ton 


7 ._ 


DUST - 


Jon know, Sir, Moliere's Femmes Sca- 1 
vantes; or, theLearned Ladies, appeared firſt q 
upon the Queen's Theatre in the Tear 1693, ö 
uncler the Title of, The Female Vertuoloes, 
and was acted with Succeſs : It bas been 
likewiſe this Sea ſon revived at Lincolns- 
Inn-Fields, under the Title of, No Fools 
like Wits; nor indeed did Nature ever 
produce 4 ws egregious Coxcomb than the 
Rewiver ; who to honour Moliere, has 
blended the Miſer * and the Crane 
Man o form 4 New Character, but ſuch a 
one as can only be called Monſtrum & 
Horrendum. | 
J have indeed done Moliere a Piece o 
| much more exemplary Tu ſtice; for when 1 
came to the Theatre with my Head crammed 
full of agreeable Ideas, I found you bad 
taken all bis CharaSers : ; tho", by the bye, 
Jour bringing a South-Sca Director into an 
hone ſt Family, is like graſting a Crab upon 


2 th. Mw. 


* dams... 


L Avare, de Moliere. 
| Chrifalus in Les Femmes Scayantes, 


4 Pip- 


* — 
141 


bs Pippin. After having paid for your 


Refuſal, beard your Ladies Philoſophy, 


| and conſidered of your Stock; upon being 


asked by a Friend, What the Entertainment | 


was like? it is like, ſays I, ( knowing 


your Modeſty ) a. Sampler, whereon Mon- 


fieur Moliere's STITCHING may eaſily 
be perceived from Mr. Cibber's Canvas. 


Then recollecting a lucky Simile of our old 
Friend Mr. Cleaveland, I declared of your 


whole Performance, that 


There's no Imagination that can ſtrike it, 
*Tis fo like NorHINo, that theres No THIN like it. 


1 am, S I R, 
From my Shop over · againſt 
Catherine - Street in the 


Strand, Feb. 15. 1757+ 


Yours, Oc. 


E. Cuz. |? 


_ To tha Right Honourable 


C H A RL E. 8, 
Earl of W inchelſea. 


My Lo R, 


FRE we to judge of Men 
* by the Dedications of this 
RAKE Age, we ſhould have now 
as many Heroes as ever 

" fought for the Conqueſt of 
157 and 3 as many Foliticians as 
ever ſate in the Senate of Rome, and as 
many true Wits as ever fon in the 
Times of Au gu ſtus : Bur ſuch is the ful- 
ſome and laviſh Flattery of our merce- 
I | oy Writers, that 1 It 1s almoſt become a 
ba 


5 


3 The DEtvpicarion: 


Reproach to a Patron to be commended ; 
for while their common Topicks of Praiſe, 
applied right or wrong, make all alike, 
What Rule can we go by, to make a 
Difference between a Coxcomb and a 
Man of Merit? 

Having therefore ſo ſtudied your Lord- 
ſhip, as to be ſatisfied, that you hate 
Commendation as much as you qt it ; 
F ſhall forbear impoſing upon your Pa- 
rience and Modeſty with a large and me- 
thodical Account of your own Virtues. 
I leave to the World the Pleaſure to find 
*em out ; they are too many to be con- 
cealed long; : and too great, not to be 
admired as ſoon as known. ; 
And without the Ceremony of a te- 
dious Apology, I crave your Lordſhip's 
Patronage for my FEMALE VERTUOSOES 3 
the Delign of which was drawn ſome 
Years ago from (MoLIERE) the 
great Original of French Comedy, by an 


Ingenious Friend of mine, who bears 


now too ſerious a Charatteri in theWorld, 


to reckon ſuch a Trifle among his 
_ Dehicia 


bf 9 


The DE:DiCATION. 1 
Delicia Tuventutis, was laſt Winter, by 


my Imporrunities, extorted from him. 


I ſhall not tire your Lordſbip with an. 
Account of ſome frivolous Objections 


raiſed againſt this Firſt Eſſay of mine, 


by the factious Demi-Wits of the Town, 
who judge of a PLAY, not by. the 
ſtanding Rules of Art, (for thoſe they ne- 
ver underſtood : - Ji but by the narrow 
Fancy, or mere Capricę, of ſome con- 


ceited Fops whom their devout Ignotance 
adores, as Oracles of Senſe and In zcnuity. 


I ſhall only take notice to your Lord- 
ſhip, That the nice and more judicious 
Sor of Criticks, whoſe Approbation 
only, a Writer ſhould value, have ob- 
ſerved, That my Vertusſoes firecchd in their 
Projects beyond the Limits' of Nature 
and Realon ; I do here, with the Cando: 
of an Author not yet 5 in the vi 
cious Habit of Scribbling, freely own, it 
appeared ſo to me at firſt ; but having, ü 


| belides ſome modern Poets, Ariſtophanes: 


for a Pattern, I thought chat what divert- 


ed the Ancients, might meet with {ome 


Indulgence from. our Engliſh Audience. 
B I am 


iy The DDI AT IO. 
I am ſure the Athenians could laugh to 
ſee no leſs a Man than 8 
ad. Th co crates expoſed upon their 
0 Stage, for contriving a ridi- 
culous Way to meaſure the Jump of a 
Flea; but we are grown ſerious, and 
| cannot reliſh Fooleries: I ſubmit, only 
f | defiring my Judges to remember, chat a 
Poet may challenge it, not only as his 
= Excuſe, but his Privilege, to carry ſome· 
mes a a Jeſt beyond the Bounds. 


| : „ Liherins f 

4 Dixero quid, fi forte Fo cofins, hoc mihi 1 uri 
. cum v enia dabis. 

Horse 
My Lc OR D, 


IT Tec Lordſhip s moſt Humble, 


and moſt Devoted Servant 1 


Tho. Wright. 
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PROLOGUE, 


Written, and Spoken by Mr. Dogatr. 


Ex! to find you never will come near. | [ | 
L The Theatre, but oben New Plays are here; \ 1 
In come to tell you with a ſerwus Face, . 
Loathing of Wit ſtill ſhews a Want of Grace. 
Ihe Time has been, when Senſe has ſo prevail d, Y 
That of full Houſes we have never fail d, 1 
The Boxes fill d with Beauties, and the Pit, ©; 1 
Was crouded every Day with Men of Wit; | 1 
The Galteries ſervd for poor untbinking t. 1 
Side- Baues flow'd the Marte, and keeping Cullies; 4 
And the Stage kept us free from Beaus and Billes. {| 
There was ſome other Vermin up and down, 

But they far fear of loſing Half a Crown, 

Prepare for flight, like Owls at Evening Dawn, 

And take to Ming before the Curtain's drawn, 
Leaving us here 10 talk to empty Benches: . 
Vu, to\the Whores, and Fools, ro Orange-Wenches. 
This makes me ſpeak, theſe Grievances 0'th' Age, | 
The Poet s Bane, and Ruth of the Stage: + 1 
The fatal Cauſe that makes me look ſo Thin; nt 
'T has left me nothing on my Bones but Hin: 1 
My Legs with Pain my Body long has carry d, —_—_ 
I'm grown ſo weak—ſome cry—He's ſurely marry d; iy 
As if there was no other Plague, but Wife, 1 
To make a Man a weary of his Life : 1 
We have a greater Curſe to pull us down, 
In being forc d to pleaſe a barbarous Town, 

Who damn all Wit, bat what they call their Own. 


B 2 E PI- 


— — — — OS— 


9 | —_— 

| — ects «ae — 
— — — — ad 2 

— — wunpon repens > 


DW NS 
OI Pom ̃ ͤm(- D EVE; 
l a hal WAN 3 


1 — * — 
— .. „ 
: aprgth, gs ar = We as es ES 


— 


— 
* 


r 


— — — ; 1 1 * 


— — re oy” r — 4 4 = 
r png Aur N. g — 
> 2 
— — . « + LR . . >, rr n any +. 
a * — 4 * * * — an 1 „„ 2 * a 
— R 1 — wa a 264. te 8 © 8 = s * » AZ4 Y N 3 
- 1 — J MX Ea * 7 . n . — 
-.. af” © Wo 


— rw oe 
abr 04 


— 


—  — — — 


8 


pre CE Prone. 


2 


—— 2 — 


a ho — — 
3 * — ren 


£ 
1 
N 
? 
2 


— ——— Ions 
* 


229 


* * 
— — *& 
< , 2 1 > - 5 
I DRC Won "Pg 45 Wn 
3 F * 


—_— — * n — — — 5 
SET *- 2 * * we * — > 


* 
* 
* 
. 
* 
4 
42S 
1 
+ JW 
y - 
f 
"= 
* 
„ 
3 
. 
4 
"Dy 
$ 


4? QI 26287 2 2.2037: CIHICAAICHIC 


CLE ?: g Dede 
3 e e 
6 8 PC 2 S 5 


Tn 4/4 ; 
dee ” 8 L 
TI Fes OY * 


EPI L O G U Ba 


Spoken by > Mrs. CAT HAT. | To 

Try d to leave You, Gentlemen, in vain, 
1 The reſt are gone, but I'm return d again; 
And ihat youre pleas'd, my Vanity diſcovers, 
II ſet you all down in my Liſt of Lovers; 
And think you fo, ir haute er Defence you make ;- 
Nay more, Ill prove it for my Humour s Sake, 
That none are Happy, but through ſome Miſtake. 


The faireſt Nymph that thinks fas gaind a Heart, 
And dies her Favours, with her Smiles, impart ; 
IWhilft here the Spark praiſes alt his Graces, 


Ne er thinks, alas! they're levell d at New Faces; 


Still cheated on by his per fidious Eyes, 


She varnly fancies, ſis for her he dies. 


The Elder Ladies oo, of paſt Renown, 
Have their Miſtakes ; Stale Fortunes of the Town 
Think there's no Lord but might ha been their own. 
And, ſlighting Lovers of their Fancy born, 
Starve for that Bleſſing they affect to Scorn: 
At length deſpis'd, turn Cenſurers and Nice, 
And boaſt of Virtue, cauſe unfit for. Vice. 


Tou, Riſins Suns, who fee their dreadful Fate, 


Take Warning, Marry cer it be 100 late, 
For Touth s the fureft Charm to Captivate. 


Our 


EPILOGUE. 


Our Author too, for who ſo Vain as they, 
Mould needs believe that you Approve bis Play; 
Een humour him for once, and give him Cauſe, 
Warm him but with the Fire of your Applauſe. 


Then, if again bis M aſe ber Voice ſha raif, * 
Tours be the Merit, yours be all the Praiſe; 8 
You make the POET, He, but makes the PLAYS. 


\ i F 


— 6 — a of 
g — 
22 WN 

WE IT > 


3 A 
thc — 


— —.— 
— 
1 


— — ag 96m 
—— 

Sn 
rl, Rn, 


— 
— — EIS * p 
: - 


r 
—— — 2 * 
— 


{ 


— — 
— . 


„ NE on ah . — 


OT * a <A "op % 3 
* . — 2 * 
- * * - * 
re —— OE; Heme At 
a — K aids men 1 We" _ 2 ma : _ . —  _ - 
g r e 
we ect creo 2 x ror Se RN TIES © +238 
rr 2 = — — 2 rs = > 92-7 nas” 


— Deen . ? 


7 Dramatis 


8 in an honeſt ang. uam 


= anwell, his Brother, > My: Hodgſon: 
Timothy Wi Witleſs, a Country Giailemin Mr. Bright. 
mo, a F 5 ee . Mr. Dogget: 
ir Magpot F: a FParaſitical Knight; 

nah to Pe Poetry. >? g Mr. Bowman. 
Clerimont, 2 Gentleman of the Town, My. Powel 
in Love with Mariana. I 5 
Eng gre ſs, a Scrivener. 5 
er Witleſs his Man. Mr. Bowen. 


Pio * kets. | | 
A. Haines: 


WOMEN. 


Lady Meanwell, an imperious Wi 
and a great Pretender 8 it. 10 F Leigh 
Lovewit, Lady Meanwelt's Daughter by 
2 former Husband; an Admirer of A1 Knioht. 
Platonick Love, * in Love with Knight: 
lerimont-; 
Mariana, Sir Manrice' 8 Daughter by 6. 1177. Bricegit dle. 
Catchat, Lady Meanwel!'s Siſter, a ſtale) . 
Virgin, who fancies every Man is in bas Mountfort. 
Love A . 
q Mariana's Maid: _ Mrs, Rogers. 
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| Lady Wrangle. 8 wh Bicknell. 


| So broma, her an hter in Loye wit] 


Thus Cibberis d. 
M E N. 


Sir Gilbert Wr angle, $ South-Sea 9 Mr. — 


rector. 
| Granger, in Love with Sopbronia. Mr. Booth: 
Frankly „ in Love with Charke. | Mr. Wilks. 
Wit ling, a Conceited For. Mr. Cibber. 


Mr. Dur a Lawyer, 1 % *© 
3 : = 


WOMEN, 


Charlet, her Siſter, in Love with Frank, A. «Booth, 
Lady Wrangle's Maid, b 
A Cook, and other Servants. | \ 
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| No FOOLS like WITS: 


| * 
A 
SCE N E, Sir Maurice Meanwells Houſe; 


Enter Lovewit, and Mariana. 


Lovewit. 38% OOK ye, Siſter, if you have 
EEO: a Mind we ſhould live ci- 


hes L Go villy together, pray not a 
Fees Word. more of that mon- 
NC. ex filthy thing Marriage, 
| Foh ! 

Mar. Not of Marriage, Siſter ? you jeſt ſure. 
Lov. Oh for Shame forbear! Can Fleſh and 
Blood hear the Word, and keep within Bounds ? 
The very Sound of it leaves ſuch an Impreſſion 
of Filthineſs and Obſcenity in the Mind, that 
, B ' I have 
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I have need of all my Morals to ſilence Nature in 


me : Blefs me! What refin'd Soul can bear the im- 
pure Conſequences of {o nauſeous a Thing? 


Mar. Without much Conjuring; when I reflect 


on Marriage, all I can fee in it, is a dear Hus- 
band that will love me, pretty Children that will 
play about me, and a Houſe of my own to ma- 
nage: And, for my Part, I cannot perceive what 


there is in any of theſe Things which offends 


Decency, or ihocks good -Manners. 
Lov, Jeſu ! That one born with a Spirit, capable 
of ſublime and lofty Things, ſhould fooliſhly limit 
her ſelf to the Enjoyment. of {þ mean, and fo 
deſpicable a Creature as Man | 
Mar. Believe me, Siſter, tis not Prudence in 
frail Woman, to Huff and Hector; for either ſhe 
yields in Time; and then how inſultingly does a 
Man triumph over her conquer'd Pride? Or if, 
to de aſt, he can boaſt of the venerable Title 


of Virgin, Does not the ſatirical World ridicule 


her Wiidom, and mock her Singularity ? Till al- 


moſt choak'd with Vapours, and devour'd with 


Spleen, ſhe makes in Policy a poor ſhiit to rail 
at Men that ſcorn her; and grudging to the 
Young the joys the has out-lived, ſhe pines away 
with Envy, and dies a fretting Martyr for a 
reproachful Cauſe. _ » |; 

Lo, Poor Soul! How deeply is the Spirit in 


you immerſed in the foul Abyſs of your Senſes. 


Go on, pretty Miſs, pleaſe your ſelf with fond 
and airy Notions. But know this, That if there 
be Fancy in your. Choice, there is Judgment in 
mine. To Philoſophy, not to a Man, do I give 
the Empire of my ſelf; I ſcorn to yield to 
common Laws, and to make that Reaſon a Slave 
to Mankind, which kind Heaven imparted free to 
me. | ; Mar. 


F311 


Mar. This is Heroick indeed. : But, pray good 
Siſter, with ail your Wit, can ou aniwer my this 
Queſtion ? Wha: fort or Figure had you made 


in the World , hal your wile Progenitors always 


been wrapt up in ofty Speculations, r inufing 
upon muſty Books; had they never conde cn ed 
to ta'k familiar Things, and now and then diſ- 
cours'd plain Nature t geth r? Well, ſince I can- 
not be a Wit my ſeir, Ill try to beget Wt's. and 
to ſtock the World with little Doctors, that tha! 
propagate Learning to all Generat ons. 

Lov. I pity you, poor Siſter : But pray, ſince 
you are ſo very fond of that ceremonious Piece of 
Ruin, let's hear at leaſt, who is the worthy O ject 
ot your Inclinations, I hope not Clerimont ? 

Mar. Why not Clerimont pray ? Does he want 
Merit? Is his Eſtate ſo mean? or, is tiere any 
Thing in his Perſon ſhould make one blulh at the 
Choice? 

| Lov. I do not ſay there is; but you cannot be 

pant that he 1s mine already by right of Con- 

Ueſt. | 

: 2 Mar. Lord, Siſter, muſt then ſo vaſt, and ſo 
; ſublime a Genius as yours, limit it ſelf to the En- 
joyment of ſo mean a Creature as Man- 

Lov. Reaſon, which is my Guide, and not my 
Tyrant, does not dilapprove of the Courtſhip of 
a Man of Virtue; tho' I may hate hin for a 

. Husband, yet he may pleaſe me well en ugh un- 
der the Title of an Admirer. „ | 

Mar. Paſſionate Speeches, Fond Addreſſes Pla- 

tonick Gallantry, and ſuch Tovs, may feed up te 
Vanity of a Woman: Put, Siſter, Are you ſure 
Love has nothing more to defire ? ; 

Lov. Thanks to my Wit, i can anſwer for eme 

and I ſhould make a {ad Example of the daring 
B 2 Mortal 


e 
, O 


0 EC SID, Sa — 


A 


— — 8 2 * 7 - _ = ” me SE 

2 . . = ne 2 . 1 8 

CO nid * £ Wop wy _ bog * 3 2 r — 

2 £ 2 =. , 4 1 pou TIT " ', 1 —_ Y . < 0 — \. « 2 

2 — — ei nn SAT ini Te — n —— — 
9 2 84 — D pa * * "Rn — 

- * 4 8 5 RW. - 
1 _— __—_ \ — 3 1 


— 


r 

r 
8 hoe 5 0 — 
4. . y - 1 
7 > panty —— 


Wo 
— 
R —ñ᷑ E—ẽ—3ꝛꝛ — —u—ꝓ—b 
pike 


* — 
* TT x * — 
> od 
— b 
l 02 —— 


| =... 

{ig Mortal, that ſhould attempt to rifle the precious 

„ Magazine of my Chaſtity. | 
Mar. But after all, What Aſſurance have you 
that Cleremont is yours? 5 

Love. Surely, after a Thouſand Declarations of 
his Love, I think, Siſter, I may rely upon his 
Sincerity in ſpite of Rivals. Enter Clęerimont. 

Mar. I do not love to boaſt; but if you have 
a mind to try it, here comes one ſhall decide the 
Quarrel. Come in Clerimont, [to Cler. 
and without any Fear, or Partiality, diſcloſe 
Jon Heart. My Siſter challenges your Love, and 

flatter my ſelf I have a right to it; let's ſee in 
whoſe Favour you'll declare your (elf, 22s | 

Lov. I am not ſo fond, Siſter, of a pnblick . | 
Declaration, as to put any Man TI value, to 
the hard Extremity, either of Diſſembling, or 
Diſobliging: the One is as unworthy of a Man 
of Honour, as the other is againſt the Rules of fine 
Breeding. 

Cler. No, Madam; my Heart, incapable of diſ- 
ſembling does not ſcruple to own an Engage- 
ment which is the pride and Happineſs ot my 
Life: Fair . Mariana's Charms are ſuch as will 
eaſily juſtifie the greateſt Paſſion in the World. 

Lov. But can thoſe mighty Charms, Sir, be 
a good Excuſe for Baſeneſs and Infidelity ? 
Cler. Do me more Juſtice, Madam; and impute 
to your ſelf the blame of Inconſtancy: *Tis that 
ſtiff and imperious Carriage of yours, that cold 
Indiffere ny you affected upon all Occaſions, and 
your high boaſting of the tyrannical Empire you 

_ exercis'd over me, have at laſt open d my Eyes, 

and reſtor d me to the Uſe of my Reaſon ; and 
can you now complain, or ny 
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Lov. J Complain ? No Sir, you miſtake me; 


| my Reſentment would make you proud, and 


fancy that your Heart was a Conqueſt worth my 
keeping. | 

Mar. Now, Siſter, here's a Scope for your 
Philolophy with a vengeance: ium up all your 
Morals to your Aſſiſtance , let's ſee if you can 
look upon a happy Rival with a Stoical and Un- 


daunted Mind. | 


Lov. You triumph, Ciſter, in your pretty Looks, 
and pleaſing Smiles, and think of Inſulting, 
perhaps too ſoon ; feed your eafie, deluded Soul, 
with empty Dreams of Pleaſure: Your Hap- 
pineſs is not ſo great, as to deſerve my Envy — 
Nor perhaps ſo certain yet, as not to leave 
me ſome Proſpect ofa Change. | Afide, and as ſhe 

| is going off. Exit. 

Cler. However ſhe may endeavour to di guiſe 
it, I am fatisfy'd, ſhe is not a little offended at 
the Sincerity of my Declaration. 

Mar. But I am pleas'd with it ; and without 
the labouring Task of two years Love you have 


+ beſtow'd on her in vain, I give you leave to think 
me not Uugrateful. | 


Cter. Still as you ſpeak, my Love diſcerns 
freſh Wonders; and to that free and generous 
Temper, ſo oppoſite to the little Artifices and 
Diſſimulation of your Sex, do I reſign all the 


Liberty- your other Charms have left me. 


Mar. Miſtake me not, Clerimnt? I ſet as high 
a Value upon the Modeſty of our Sex, as the beſt 
Moraliſts of em all; but yet I fee no reafon why 
we ſhould keep a Lover at ſuch a diſtance, when 
we are once ſatisfy d of his Worth and Sincerity 
fince all the Incenſe after that exacted, ſerves 


only to gratifle the two great Idols of our Souls, 
| Pride 


[ 6 ] 


Pride and Vanity, and gives no real Satisfaction ei- 
ther to Reaſon or Reputation. 5 by TY 

Cler. Nay, proves oiten a piece of Policy very 
fatal to the Proud and Scorntul of your Sex; tor 
their Vanity forcing thus a pining Lover to 
ſpend his hole Stock of Love in Courtſhip, the 
Conſequence of it, is, That he has none left for 
Marriage. 1 


Enter Lucy to Clerimont and Mariana. 


Lucy, Oh, Madam, I am quite out of Breath 

Mar. What's the matter now, Lucy ? 

Lucy, The Matter? only Treaſon, High-Treaſon 
plotting againſt you Two within. 
Cler. I dare lay a Wager, your Sifter's Jealouſie 
has hen at work. | | : 

Lucy, Tis even ſo; I never ſaw her Philoſophy ſo } 
ruffl'd before, 3 

Mar. But what was the Reſult ot it, Lucy? How 
did her Wiſe her Witty Mother take it ? 

Lucy, You know her Way; ſhe has always more 
Sentences in her Mouth than Teeth, 

Cler. But ſtill let's hear a little. 

Lucy, With a furious train of her bombaſt Ex- 
preſſions, and a flood of Latin, which, for aught 
J know, was all — or Conjuring, ſhe did 
Juſt now, in her Tone of Authority, pronounce, 
That Mariana, the Undutitul Mariana, ſhould 
havè no other Husband but Mr. Timothy Witleſs. 

Mar. Don't you tremble, Clerimont, at the 
Name of your Rival ? | | 
ier. No Rival, Madam, can ſeem dangerous to 

me. after your laſt Aſſurance. 
Lucy, No; on my Conſcience, you need not fear 


Him. | 
Cler. But 


Cer, But how came you to: know that Property, 
Mis: Lacy” -.. © 5 IE 
Lurch, I have ſeen the Coxcomb at Cambridge: 
he was noted there for a mighty Boaſter of pre- 
tended Favours; and one could hardly name a 
Womanto him, but he had had the luck to.lie with: 
Cler. A Scholar on my Word. 80 80 
Lucy, Nay, he courted me once moſt fiercely; 
but I dreading Matrimony then, a little more than 


1 do now, ſent him packing to his Grammar: 


Upon this. what does y mere Scholar do, Sir, to 


be reveng'd of me, but uſe me juſt as he does his 


Books, for ſo he quotes everv Day Paſſages out of 


em, which he never read, ſo he boaſts of Favours 
of mine he never enjoy d: neer truſt me, if I have 


not a Month's Longing, to ſerve him a Trick for 
his Impudence. | 


: 
: 


Cler. We Il join with you, Mrs. Lucy, I promiſe 


you: But fiiſt, Is the Man Eaſie ? May we ven- 


ture to play upon him? 


Lucy, The Man, Sir, is an exact Tool for our 
Purpoſe; a good harmleſs Booby; ſo very honeſt 
that as he carry'd no Wit to Cambridge, 1o he has» 
the Conſcience to bring none from thence : A dull 


lumpiſh, low-ſpirited Ninny, who is contented to 
bea Pool by Nature, and wants the Skill of our 
modiſh Sparks to make himſelt a Fool by Art, 
Lier. However, he muſt be remov'd ; for in Mat- 
ters of Love, a Fool is as troubleſome, as a Witty 


Man is dangerous. 112 8 
Lucy, I'll be content to Die a Virgin, if I do not 
accomplith ig for you;,., 7 1 
Cler. Look to your ſelf, pretty Mrs. Lucy: You 
could not have bound your Alf by a greater Curſe. 


Lucy, 1 judge your ſelves: --- My Brother 
Trap, who waits on him at Cambridge, in the mani- 
Py | | e fold 


E 

fold Qualities of Gentleman, Foot man, and Valet 
de Chambre, ſent me word laſt Week, That his 
worthy Maſter was ſoon to ſet out for his Matri- | 
momal Expedition: --- He is famous for merry | 
Tricks and Frolicks; and I dare anſwer for his 
Zeal, or be bound Body for Body, that he' be 
Wi true to the Cauſe. _ wa a 
bl . Cler. I deſire no better Securit x. 

= Mar. This falls out as luckily as we could wiſh. 
1 Tuch, Tm inform'd that he is expected to day; 
= I'll ſend for him, as ſoon as I hear he is come to 


= 2 0 to Conſult with him, and ſet his Wits at 
_ work. AST 7 909 | 
"A Mar. Then let's every one to our Tasks imme- : 
od. diately :\ Clerimont, my Uncle Meanwell is your 
Friend; you may try his Intereſt for my Father's 
ec CC.” OE TOR BR | 
er. Truſt, Madam, to my Love for obeying a 
Command, on which all my Happineſs depends; 
I'll about it preſently, only give me leave to wait 

on you within. REI | Exennt. 


Scene Changes. T be Street. 


[Enter Witleſs, ſhaking the faps of his Coat, and 
making Faces — With him Three Pick-pockets, 
Trap with a Portmantua upon bis Shoulders; 
Witleſs fanding between Two of the Pick-pockets | 
while the Third is amuſing Trap at one Corner of 
the Stage. ] Sap 


Witleſs, Pox o' the Milk-woman, and my un- 
lucky ftumbling on her: She was not pretty nei- 
ther: Foh ! how ſhe has daub'd me! By the Uni- 

verſity, my Cloaths have dropt as. much of her 


Stuff, as would ſuckle Ten Pariſh Baſtards. 
n | nn 116. e. 
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1. tft. Eick. poclet, How the buſie, noifie Rabble 


began prefently to fwarm about you ! "Twas a 
great Mercy, Sir, we came to your Reſcue, they 
would have pull'd you a pieces elſe, for that un- 
tractable Crew, ſet up of late for Arbitrary Aven- 
gers of Wrengs, and like greedy Birds of Prey, 
are always flying to Miſchief. | | 

2d. Pick-p. I was almoſt in a Fury, to ſee a 


Perſon of Quality ſo abus'd. 


Vitl. Quality! Ay, that Tam; and for my 
Honour let it be ſpoken, the very Firſt that ever 
was ſo of my Family, 

1ſt. Pick-p. May I crave your Name, Sir? 
Pitl. My Name, Sir? --- My Father is a Knight, 
and I wou'd have the raſcally Mobb to know, 
that he'll talk Afrologywith em for their Ears: 


By the Univerſity, PII ſend a Challenge to the 


Vermin, and try how much of the Gentleman 
they have in their Doublets. 
2d. Pick-p. Challenge the Mobb ? You ſeſt fare: 


The Mobb never fight; they only butcher, or 
knock one down, without efther Method of Fen 


cing, or Rules of Juſtice. = 
I had an itching Mind to have ſent 


zd. Pick-p.C halt a dozen of thoſe Sons of Whores 
to Trap. (to their pocky Mothers, to make 


- black Bacon of 'em. | 

Trap. Faith, I hate Blood-ſhed, and never was 
fond of Valour ; I had rather live three Days in 
this pretty ſinning World, than a thouſand. Years 
in Hiſtory, Ee | 

1ſt Pick-p. I ſuppoſe you come, Sir, to make 
the Town happy with your Company, for ſome 
time. 


_ Witt, Truly, Gentlemen, my Buſineſs in Town, 


is the Buſineſs of any Place I live in; Love- 
| e Intrigues; 


| L 10 J 
Intrigues; nothing elſe: I have of late fo libe- 
rally Cuckolded the whole Body Politick of 
Cambridge, Mayor, Aldermen, &c. that I am 
forced to come up for the Reliſh of Variety. 
2d. Pick-p, London is a large Field for Love; 

you have been here before, I don't queſtion, Sir: 
Pray, how do you like the City ? - 

Witl. The City Sir? Faith, I think the City is 
well enough; but Pox on't, there are ſo many 
Buildings in it, they hinder one from ſeeing it; 
wou'd they were pull'd down, we might then 
have a full Proſpect of it. | $ 

1ſt, Pick-p. I ſee Sir, fo honeſt a Look in your 
Face, that with an humble Apology for my Free- 
dom, I muſt give you a ſeaſonable Caution, and, 
that is, To take heed what 5 | 
Company you keep in [All this while the 2d 
Town; and have a vigi- FPick-pocket is ſteal- 
lant Eye upon any Body ing Witleſs's Sword, 
that comes near you; for and rifiing his Pockets 
this great City was never on one ſide. 
ſo peſter d with Pick- 
pockets, and buſie Rogues, as it is now. 

Witl. Say you fo? Ch, the Villains, let me alone 
with them; Ill be cuniug enough for em, I war- 
rant you. =o I | 

24. Pick-p. But, Sir, what argues Impudence be- 
yond Example ? The officious Cheats will intrude 
themlelves into ycur Company, upon the ſpeci- 

s Pretence of Civility : They ll make very free 
and extravagant Offers to [All this while the firſt 
you: But, Oh, the wicked Pick-pocket is rifling 
Age we live in while one Witleſs bis other 
of em is thus amuſing you Pocłets of a Pack o 
with ſome impertinent Cards, a Table Book 
Story, the other is very Papers, &c. 

buſie in rifling your Pockets. 5 


7 


SE 2 

Pitl. Odd'zookers! Give. me but a Liſt of the 
Rogues; my Father is a Juſtice, and I'll ſee em 
hang'd, every Mother's Son of em. | 
Iſt. Pick-p. You'll do, Sir, a mighty Piece of 
Service to the Nation: We'll wait on yon with a 
Liſt of their Names, at a more convenient Time ; 
till then, your. Servant, Sir. ( Exeunt Pick- 


Pockets. 
. Witl. Gentlemen, Vours 25 
Look to your ſelf, Trap; as we walk home; for 
theſe kind Gentlemen were pleas d to inform me, 
the Town 1s full of Cheats and Rogues; 
Wou'd I cou d catch ſome of em with their Hands: 
in my Pockets, I'd preſently ſay to my Sword, - 


Sword! Out of thy Scabbard—— | Makes as if 
O, I am robb'd! By the Univerſi- he was going 
ty, robb'd! —— my Sword ;- | to draw. 


[ Miſſes his Sword, 


My Purſe! Nay the very Speech [Feels in hisPockets 
for my Miſtreſs, is gone too? I am undone! I 


* ſhall not be Marry'd this Week! Alack! Alack! 


Trap feels in ⁊ I am fate; that's well : Come 
his Pockets & Sir, you are gull'd, I lee; but if 


the Speech be the worſt of your Loſs, I warrant 
you there is Learning enough upon my Shoulders 


to make a New one: Pox o' your Books How heavy 


= 
* 
or - 
4 
i 
5 
2 
& 
6 
of 
2 
WC” 
Ke 
. 
1 
85 
i 
4 
BY 
6 
© 
59 
KS 
1 
122 
* 
8 
12 


they are! — tis well for you, you do not load 
our Memory with em: *D*Zlife! Cou'd you not 
ike the reſt of the Scholars; leave your Learning 
behind you? | | 1 
Witl. O ſweet, honey Trap, I ſhall never have ſo 
fine a Speech again, there was no leis than Three 
Acts of Parliament quoted in it. 
Trap, But pray now, have you done? Shall we 


march on? leſt your Kind Gentlemen return, and 


© * 


eaſe me of my Burthen. : 
C 2 Witl, 
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iti. Ay, Traps Ay; only this by way of Cau- 


tion; Be ſure to fend Word immediately to dear 
Lucy, Not to take any manner of notice of me, 
when I come to Court her Miſtreſs: I'll be for her 
again, tell her, as ſoon asT have got Mrs. Meanwell, 


that ſweet Bird of Love, into the Cage of Matri- | 
mony ; till then, Trap, no Syllable, pray, of any 


Night- Adventures. 


TD, Oh, there you are out, Sir; with Submif. 
ſion, I think it your Intereſt, the thing ſhould be | 


known, 
fFalge, 


a Lover is valued 
his General, the better for his Experience. 


Fil. Fie, Trap, Fie; twould ſpoil my Mar- i 


rap, *D'Zlife! quite contrary: Believe me, Sir, 
Ty his Myſtreſs, as a Soldier by | 


Witl. But for all your fooling, Trap, if Sir, 
Timothy ſhould examine you about my Intrigues, | 


don't you be ſuch a Buzzard, as to own, it was u- 
pon ſome ill Deſign : Tell him only, That having 


often heard, that the meeting of two Maiden-heads, * 


commonly begets a Fool; I thought it prudence 


in me, to take care, the Son and Heir of my Family F 


ſhouid not be fo unlike my ſelf. 


Trap, Oh! If fo, then by all means your future 


„ s ſhould uſe the ſame Caution; for then your 
Children would be wonderful Wiſe:— But 


come, Lead on, pray. | 


Vitl. Oh, my Speech ! *twas a rare one ;— | 


Oh, my Sword! *twas a pure Blade, 


i Go ing off. - | 
[Excunt. 
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Ecene Changes to Sir Maurice's Haſe 


Euter Clerimont and Catchat. 


ler. This Mrs. Catchat has a great Influence over 
the Lady Meanwell, her Sifter; and it I can make 
her our Friend, ſhe'll be a good Advocate for us: 


IN try R ; | Afde. 
fuffer, Madam, a paſſionate Lover to make uſe of 
this Opportunity, to diſcoverto you the ſincere . 
1977 l [Addreſſes himſelf to Catchat. 
Catch. Hold, Sir, Hold; Not ſo faſt, pray: 
Dont explain your ſelf too freely yet; there are 
Rules of Decency to be obſerv'd in every thing. 
Cle. That's true, Madam: But my Paſſion is 
grown to ſuch a heighth, that 

Catch. I know well enough, Sir, that you love 
me, ſigh, and dye for me; yet let me tell you, tis 
both prudent, and diſcreet, I ſhould pretend Igno- 
rance, at leaſt for a time. | 

Cler, Oh, Madam, give me leave but —_ 

taat 


my Heart to you, and you'll be latisfied, 
my— | 5 | 


Catch, Believe me, Clerimont, an eaſie Conqueſt 
affords but little Glory: Lou ll value my 
"id if I make you pull and tug hard 
or it. 
cler. But ſtill you miſtake my Meaning, Ma- 
dam; I'll explain my ſelf better, and make you 
ſenſible, that what T wiſh ſo impatiently for, is 


on] | 
atch. What! Would you come to a Concluſion 


ſo very quick ? Pye, Clerimont, tis againſt the 
Rules, What had become of the reſt of the Ro- 


? mance, 


| [14] 
mance, had Mandana yielded preſently to Grand 
Cyrus ; or, Cellia fled into the Arms of :Aronces at 
the firſt Intimation of his Love? 

Cler. Let not your Heart, Madam, be ſo alarm'd ; 
you have no violence to fear from me: I can aſſure 
you, Mariana 1s the only Object of my Deſires; 
and I want nothing to compleat my Happineſs, 
but Sir Maurice's Conſent, with the Favour of your 

Aſſiſtance towards it. 9 ; 
Catch. Oh Sir, this, Shift I muſt hug you 
for . tis the prettieſt that ever came into a witty 
Man's Head. I admire your Invention; and vow 
in-all the Romances I ever read, I hardly met 
«cw any thing more ingemous, or better con- 
Cler. This is Matter of Fact, Madam, and not 
of Wit: "Tis Mariana I love, tis Mariana has the 
ſole Empire of my Heart, and to obtain her is my 
higheſt Ambition. ; - 
Catch. Ah, good Sir, Heroe, I underſtand, 
well enough, what it is you mean, under the diſ- 
guiſed Name of Mariana. Poor Creature! She is 
but a Pretence J ſee; and indeed, as the caſe ſtands, 
tis well for you, Clerimont, you are not in Ear- 
3 with her; for to my knowledge, ſhe is a Man- 
hater. IN . 
Cler. Ah, Madam! Why muſt you ſo deceive 
your ſelf, as not to believe what is Truth, and fancy 
Things that are not? | 29) 
Catch. No more Grimaces, as you love me; pull 
off the Vizard, Clerimont, and be not aſham'd to 
own a Paſlion which your Looks cannot conceal. 

Cler. Madam, I proteſt b 

Cuch. Nay proteſt what you will, you ſhall 
figha little longer: Tis not tor the Credit, and 
Reputation 


W w*® 9 Wo 


1151 
23 of my Charms, to take pity of a Man 
oon; — _ | Looking with alanguiſhing Air 
upon him. | 


R 
{o 
tho'I confeſs, were I to break a Rule, there is ſo 
much Honeſty in that Phyſiognomy of yours that 


I could almoſt be tempted to 
Cler. Keep to your Rules, Madam, I intreat you; 
but do not go on in your Errounr. OY 
Catch, Adieu Clerimont, let this {uffice for once; 
J have, I fear, diſcover d too much Weakneſs al- 
ready: Tis time for my Modeſty to make an 


honourable Retreat. 


Cler. What go undeceived! and ſtill rang 
en. in that Extravagant Humour, — Madam, I 
tell you — 1 | 

Catch. Pray forbear, Sir, and be not ſo preſſing: 
Surely you don't deſign to offer Violence to my 
Honour,” Ss 3 
Cler. May I periſh, Madam, if I have ſuch a 


Thought. 


Catch.,T'll hear no more, poſitively —— 

Cler. Hang me, Madam, if I love you, your 

Catch. J tell you, Sir, tis in vain, — poſitively-- 
: LExit 


9 


| Clerimont Solus. 
Pox of her Fancies : I never met with any thing 
ſo Impertinent in my Life. When a vain Woman is 


in Love, ſhe muſt, for her own Credit, perſwade her 


{elf ſhe is Belov'd> 


For ſpeaking Truth in Love, we're not Believ d, 
All Women like in This, to be Decervd. 


[16] 
ACT IL 
Enter Sir Maurice, and Meanvell, 


Err Man. Amover-joyd at the News, Brother , 
4 = for his Father, and I, were intimate 
4 Friends, an 


Fellow Soldiers under Monk at the Re- 
ſtauration. You may aſſure Clerimont, that I ſhallbe 
udof the Honour of his Al- e 
Hance--- But here comes my [Enter Catchat, 
Sifter; Let's hear what ſhe ſays to it. 
Tou come in very good Time, Sifter, to give 351 
Opinion about a Match for my Daughter. Clert- 
mont is the Man my Brother propoſes ; And I am 
1 fo far ſatisfied with his Character, that I give my 
| Conſent to it. 1 1 
1 Catch. My Brother Meanwell cannot be in earneſt 
= ſure. I know the Thing is impoſſible. 
| TH. How now, Siſter, What do you mean by 
—_...- 

Catch. Nothing, Brother, but only you are im- 
poſed-upon, prettily impoſed upon ; that's all. The 
Gentleman's Heart, to my Knowledge, 1s deeply 
engaged ſomewhere elſe. md WS 
Mean. You are in a merry Humour, Sifter : 
What's the meaning of this Fooling ? Pray, is 
not Clerimont in Love with my Niece ? 

Catch. T have Reaſon to think he is not. 
5 1 'D'Zlife! I have it from his own Mouth, 
iſter. 5 | 
Catch. | Laughing] Ha, ha, ha, poor Brother 
How Tpity your Ignorance. 5 
Mean. What-a-Pox ! Did not he guſt now deſire 
me to propoſe the Match to Sir Maurice? you doat 
{urely. | l 


* 1 
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ſo earneſtly, know- Brothers tis 


n Ha, ha, ha, 7 plot won't take, Bro- 

Laughing: ther; you muſt think again. 

Sir Maur. The Woman is mad with her Laugh- 
ing. Where is the ſeſt of it, pray? x 

.- Catch. No Jeſt at all, but very good Earneſt * 
aſſure vou. Will you: have it 2 here it is. Clerimont's 

Love is a Myſtery, reveal 'd, as yet, to none but 
me: But I'll be Kind, perhaps, as to open your 

Jes, that you may ſee your Errour. 

Menn. Ay do: Since you pretend to know 
Things ſo wa let's hear a little, wiegh it is his 
Affectione are 10 deeply engaged? | 

Catoh. But tell me firſt, have you a Curio ty to 
know it Nr H £ ; 

Sir Maur. Surely, 1 think it 26008 concern us all 
to be better inform d about it. 

Catch. Shall I name the very Du ons : 
Mean. Ay Ay, by all means; In . 


Catch, Well, ſince you defire it J 2 ber fer, 
a OO 8. 


my ſelt. 

Sir Maur. What you! That's a very good Jeff 
in troth. Siſter, Siſter, Do you know no Body in 
Town to put this upon, but Sir Maurice, and Mean- 
Je om Brothers? Ha! Ewell, fall a Laughing. 

| hal | 

Catch. Bleſs me Sirs! What means all this Won- 


der? You laugh, and ſtare, juſt as if I had ſome- 


thing extraordinary, What do you ſee in me pray, 

that's ſo very, deſpicable? I am, thank God, to 

made, as not / M need to complain of Nature. | 
Sir Maur. I vow, Brother, we have been under 
a ſad Miſtake all this while; we never knew be- 


for we had a Beauty 1n our Family. 


[ 8 
Cateh.-I know, 5 Souls, ir hau dart, who it 
is can yet . Wit a Frowu, arid Fetter with A 
Smile {55 a1 RN T STE oath 118 
Mean. I am a e Siſter, "thi World 5 is blind. 
Cuabe All the World is not B. er,. Free- 5 
nun, Bellcair, Courtall, Vulentiue, B 7 
mant, Bellamour, ſtand; Titenk. in pi 


as fo many living: Trophies to my Tong 


Charing, 0 1 uV MV {rt 3 ates, 
Sir Maur. Hal ha! hat” all theſs love 70 ouſter, 
don' t they? 15 CE IO 


Catch. thre me yes; 1 think they. de ; 
and beſides theſe, a great many more, ce 1 "Thy 
it. I could once have muſter I a whole Regiment 
of em; for heſides thoſe; irry Scorns habe diſ- 
patch d, the Wars have robbe d me of ſome, and4 the 
reſt I have diſcarded. y cg: 
Mean. But pray onee in your L dend e . 
niouſly with us. Did ever any of theſe Gentle- 
men tell you, they Were really 1 in Love "with A 
ou? 
| Catch.” None ever aur are fo much: Freedom = 
with me. wo 4 075 vt. 
Sir Maur. Freeman, Theat, ines t Cha- | 
rager of you, and ridicules* you mall Companies, | 
Catch. That's only to diſguiſe his Paſſion, and : 
deceivo the World the better a | 
Mean But what? J the Reaſon we: never der 
Court l here? I $ 
Catob. Tis to flow the greateſt R elpect. | 
Sir Maur. Faleutine, of late, makes violent 
Love to Hlorimel. 5 
Cateb. The Gentleman was forward and that 8 
the Penance I impoſe on him for a Month. 25 
Mean. But what if you ſhould fall to it in earneſt, 
and bid adieu to your conquering Charms ? 35 
atch. 


=! Wt 
7 


ö 


[95] 


Cateb. I don't fear him, . Brother ; 5 he values 


Beauty too much, to forſake me. 

Sir Maur. Bellamonr, tomy knowledge, is mar- 
1 8 to Philinda. | 

Catch. "Twas Deſpair bre him to it. 

_ Nn 1 Rear, keeps a Miſs at Green- 
wic 

Catch. I allow him to acquaint himſelf with 


Vice, that he may value my Vertue the more. 


Sir Maur. As for Dorimant, there is but little 
— of him: He was always a deſperate Woman- 
1 - 
Catch. He was ſo, Brother, before he a me: 
He is not the firſt Convert my Looks have made. 
Mean. And as for Belleair, you know well. e- 
nough, Siſter, that he profeſles himſelf an iavete 
rate Enemy to ſtale Virginities. | 
Catch. The more Hopes for me then. 
Sir Maur. O' my Conſcience, Siſter, theſe are 
all Viſions. | 
Mean. Nothing but Chinn of her own, — 
Catch. Ay, Ciera | | Viſions! Viſions and 
Chimeras ! nothing but Chimeras! Very well; 
I am glad of the Chimeras; I did not know, before, 
I had Viſions and Chimeras. | 
[Exit Catchat. 


Sir Manr. O' my Conſtience, Womens Heads, 
now a-days, are ſo ftuff't up with the Trafh. of 
Romances and Poetry, that there is no room lett 
in em for Reaſon, or Common Senſe : Our Siſter 
is Mad; ftark Mad, Brother. 
| Mean. She has got the Trick of Old Maids, poor 
Creature; ſhe builds Imaginary Trophies of Lov 
upon tae Ruins of her Beaut) y; and ſets as good . 
Face as ſhe can upon her Sorrows, whilſt inwardly 
ſhe is a continual Prey * Thoughts, 41 
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tznſuming Deſires ; to Enawing Deſpair, and 
fearing. Remorſe : I pity her with all my heart. 
Rut to return; I have engag'd to give 
Clerimont an Anſwer: Shall he have Mariana, or 
ſhall he not? : _ -- c F 
Sir Maur. Why do you ask again, Brother? I 
have conſented to it already. i 
Mean. Then let's in, and joyn your Lady's 
%% ᷣ oo ont apy ade alt 
Sir Maur. What need of that, pray? Have I 


not paſs'd my Word to you? 


Mean. That's true, Brother; but till twou'd 
not be amiſs, I think, before I deliver my. Meſ- 
ge, I were ſure of her Approbation too; for you 

know, ſhe is fo _—_ 
Sir Meæur. "Tis needleſs, I tell you; 11] anſwer 
for my Wife, and take the thing upon my ſelf: 
Go you, and acquaint Clerimont, that he has my 
free Conſent, while I diſcourſe with Mariana, who 
comes out ſeaſonably for that purpoſe. _ 
2 Fxit Meanwelb. 


Enter Mariana and Lucy to Sir Maurice. 


Sir Maur. Come hither, Child, I have pretty 
News to tell you: Do you know one Clerimont? 
Mar. I have heard of him, Sir. 

Sir Maur. What Character has he? _ _ 

Har. The World allows him to be a Man of 
Wit and Honour. = 1 
Sir Maur. I am glad your Account agrees with 
mine for I have ſome Thoughts of making him 
my Son- in- Law. IT 

Mar. Oh, raviſhing News | Pardon me, dear 
Sir, if I have done ill, in concealing from you till 
now, that this ſame Clerimont you named, has * 

ready 


n 


„ 21 ] 
ready ſhewn ſome Inclination for me; the return 
ot which, I am glad to find. is by your Conſent 


approved of. Sw 
Sir Maur. You miſtake me, Child; tis for your 


Siſter Lovewit, and not for you, I have given my 


_ 


/OLd.;.. i; | | oy hs 
Mar. Oh, Heavens! what ist Thear ? [She ſtarts, 
Sir Maur. Is there any thing in this, ſeems fo 
ſurpriſing to you, Child? 1 
Mar. Is it poſſible Clerimont ſhould be ſo Un- 
faithful? 105 LA ſide. 
Sir Maur. What means this great Concern? 
Mar. Support me, Lucy; I ſhall Faint. 
Sir Maur. Come, Child, be not ſo concern d; 


this was only to try you, and ſee if your Love to 


Clerimont is as great as the Eſteem I havefor him: 
He has my Conſent to make his Addreſſes to you; 
uſe him as a Lover... 

Mar. I receive the Bleſſing on my Knees; and 
thank Heavn, my Duty and Love are recon- 
ciled. : [She Kneels. 

Sir Maur. T underſtand my Wife deſigns you 


for young Mr. Vitleſs; but he'll come too late I 


aſſure him: however, I muſt receive him civilly, 
and amuſe him for a while, the better to ſecure our 


Project. 


Mar. Her Ladyſhip, Im afraid, will make uſe 
of all her Power and Rhetorick to oppoſe my 
Wiſhes. | 2 

Sir Maur. I'd fain ſee that. N 

Lucy. Ay, Well ſaid, Sir: Don't let her great 
Words frighten you? 

Sir Maur. A pretty thing, indeed! a Husband 
ſhould mind what a Wife Jays. 


Ez ter 


[22] 5. 


Ther nit — tobe ſpoke = 


Sir Timothy Witlefs, a 4 his lubberl e 
juſt come in, and I made hafte before We 
how my Rival Neves dhe, firſt _Complim nts of 
her new Lover. 121 . 
Enter Sir Timothy wide, and witleß. 


5: /M 


Sir Tim. Sir Maurice, this is is my Son i: of 


whom Fame has told you ſo much already. 
Sir Maur. Mr. Witlefs, your Servant; 15 can 
hardly Expreſs how glad T am to ſee vou. 

Sir Tim. Now Tim. for your Compliments 


Witl. Is it not expedient, Sir, 1 1 ould = 


with the Father? 
StrTim. Ay, Ay; by all means. 
| Witleſs booking like a School-Bo 18555 a 
with bis Hands, addreſſes himſelf to ce. ] 
WN. Sir, I come to falute, A Bolelelge, d 
and reverence in 1. A ſecond Father; but a 1. 
cond Father to whom I am more Indebted than 
ty ny firſt; the firſt Begot me; but you Chuſe 
. TI was "his by Neceſſity, but you accept me 
by Pavorr : what I received from him, was but 
the mere Operation of the Body ; but what 1 have 
from you, is the free Emanation of the Will; but 
by how much more the Noble Faculties of the 
Mind exceeds the common Endowments of the 
Body, by ſo much more alſo do I value that ho- 


bie Alliance, for which I am now come to 


qu my profound and reſpectful Homage. 
. 55 Nothing like a College Madam for Wit. 
To Mariana. 
Fitl.Have 1 perform'd well Sir? [ToSir Timothy. 
Sir Tim, To a Miracle, 1im,—— Now for the 
Ladies. * tl, 


25 
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PO eee af, 
ay 


4, 
Vitl. Muſt 1 Kiſs them? , 
Sir Tim. 7 Ay, Boy, they expe it. 


484136 


[Witleſs goes up to 8 os he miſtakes 


for the Mot ber, ſalutes her, and then ſpeaks to ber : : 


Madam, your Right of Maternity | 

Sir Tim. Odds bedikins, Tim, you are out; HE 
that is not the Mother, 

'Witl: Where is ſhe then? e dee of my 
fault, ee ub 

Sir Maur. My” "W ife will be here preſently, 
Mr. . 7 45 

Fil Shall 1 day, Father til the oe, to re- 
ceive my Speech? by 

Sir Tim: You may in-the mean dime haranigue 
your Miſtreſs. 

Lovew. There dan Lady, Sir, Waits impa- 


jently tor Om ment. 
: 7, wag ph (Speak feornifally - 


Twatlel puts 5150 te bis Hat, and ſume- 
timec lo 55 oks Mariana, ſo _ on thespeec hand ſays, 
am, As the SH of Memuon gavean har- 
monious Sound, when the Rays of this Sun refleCt- 
ed on it; ini a like manner de I find my ſelf ani- 
mated with a raviſhing Tranſport, at the — | 
Appearance of the Sun- Hine of your Beaut 
Give me leave Heng Madam, to lay at the Alder 
of your Charms, the C — of that Heart, am- 
bitiogs only of the Honour eng, Madam, your 
moſt lovin ng and devoted Servant and: Husband, 
; 


Timothy leſs of Clare-Hall, 
Lucy, Hey-day ! Who would grud ge Studying N 
hard, to ſay ſuch fine things. { Afide. 


Sir Maur. Well, Mr. Witleſs, what do you think 
of my Daughter ? Is ſhe not a pretty Book for 
you toturn over. 


I Hl: 


5. 1 24 | 
Pitl. The Lady i is a Beauty in Folio. 
Enter Lady Mearivell 5 


ir Maur. Dear, this is Mr itt ; preſent to 


af 


you 
Witleſ to F Lady M. 7 ada 


Maternity. 


Lady M. Sir, Iam gladmy 75 ** Stars, have 
by their benign Influence, directed my h ty! 


Gans pings that it might —— 
tl, Madam your Right of Maternity. 
your Right of Maternity becauſe of her he 
tion, Pretty Sons and Daughters, Ike: her ve- 
ry well. —Humph, —— Madam, you have in- 
terrupted me in the middle of my Period, and 
that has confounded my Memory 

Lady M. Tis very well, Sir. Dau chter, "this. 
is the 1ndividual Gen- [Pre ents Witleſs to Mar 
tlemen, Fate has een 1 pronounce, your 
Husband. 

Sir Maur. What! dw Puck! betone Sig ee 
thy, and I have examined into Matters? 

Lady M. Duck! fon! what a Ruſtick and: mean, 


Expre ion is there? 
Sir Maur. Well, then my walking Univerſit, ty 


my puzling Library of Fleſh, give me leave to 4 
you, things of this Nature ES ſome conſide- 


ration. 
Lady A. That's good indeed with People that 
need ſecond Thoughts: But where quick Imagi- 
nation, and profound Wee meet, the firſt do 
28 well. I have reſoſvd it ſhall be lo; no more 
words pray: I expect your compliance. SLA; 
Sir Mau”. But Why muſt we precipitate things 


in this manner? Why not give em time to know. 
one 


your Rightof 


one another? Are you ſure their Inclinations will 
agree - *©. 28 | 

Lady AM. Marriage may breed Love; they muſt 
wy -- | | 
Sir Maur. On my Word, Lady, it Marriage has 
7 — * with them, they Il have better Lu 
than J. | : | 


Witl. to Mar. For my part, Madam, I'm ear- 


Sir Tim. Spoke like a Man, Tim. [Sir Maur. 
| | claps bim on the Shoulder. 
Mar. And for my part, Sir, l am not: I muſt 


freely own to you, that your Merit has not yet 


made an Impreſſion deep enough in me. 

Pitl. There is ſuch a Sympathy of Features in 
our Two Faces, that my Heart tells me, we were 
made for one another. | 

Mar. Marriage is ſo laſting a Bondage, that 
ſurely it ſhould be beneath the Character cf a 
Man of Honour, to wiſh under it any Perſon he 
Loves. 3 

Witl. Nego Con ſequentiam, Madam, I may be 
a Man of Honour, and yet conſent to receive you 
at the Hands of your Parents. | 

Mar. A Woman's Heart proves commonly a 
Rebel, which was taken from her by Violence, 

Sir Tim.] Tim Tim. fair Means are beſt. 

Witl. We read in the Ancients, Madam, that 
there was alaudableCuſtom amongſt them to raviſh 
Daughters out of their Father's Houſes, to the end 
it ſhould not appear, that they had, of their own 
accord, fled into the Arms of a Man. 

Mar. The Ancients, Sir, are Dead, and we Live ; 
we can ſave our Modeſty without their Cuſtoms : 
And when a Match is offer'd, we know how to ex- 
preſs our hiking to it — offending 9 

a the 


2 2 —— 
pu 3 8 


: 1 
4 
$ 4 
| 
y 
1 
1 ] 
= * * 
1 4 
. q [1 
4 
A = 
oy, 
= | 
it 
17 
+ + 
f 4 
1 
4 | 
1 . 
_—_ - 
: is of 
add | | 
2 1 $ 
1 
& 1 
q 2 
7 i, 
=_5 
= k 
2 *$ 
iN A 
Wh 
: in * 2 
© Ly 
” 4 F 
* 1 2 
3 1 
= 
2 
Un 
"$9 ' i, 
i : 
Y Z 
F 1 rf) 
: = 
*. 
© "© 
= 
+» = 
4 17 of 
' 
F 8 
3 8} 
75 wy 
4 #% 
/ "= 
: , 
l 1 
1 4 
l 
* y . 
JY 
> 
iq 
2s 
1 
; 
* 
, 
2 
' FB 
= 


5 
g 
z, 


C 26 


the Rules of Decency. Give me, Sir, but a little 
Time: If you love me, as you pretend, you muſt 
5 5 


have no other Will but mine. 


Witl. Yes, Madam, to the Intereſt of my Love 


Excluſively. 


Mar, But ſure the greateſt Inſtance of Love, in a 
Complaiſant Lover, is to ſubmit, without reſerve, 


to the Pleaſure of his Miſtreſs. 


Fitl. Diſtinguo, Madam; where the Poſſeſſion 
of her Perſon is not concern d, Concedo ; but where 


it is, Nego 


Mar. Well, Sir, ſince you want Complaiſance 

to allow me Time to confider, PIl not want Pru- 

dence to take it my ſelf. I am not for yang 
Clare 


in ſuch haſte, nor before my Father has, de 
his Mind, Sir. SERA 


Lovew. 5 My Siſter you ſee, Madam, had ra- 
ther rely upon her Fancy, than truſt 

to better Eyes for a Chozce. hed 
Mar. Siſter, if my Father will not give me the 
Man I Love, I ſhall beg of him, at leaft, not to 


to the Lady. 


force me to Marry one I hate. 


to Sir Maur. © exor! 
tantly Rude, that no polite Soul can bear with 


her Effronterie: but I'll take her to Task, and teach 
her a fe connoitre.— 


E . 


Enter Catchat, follow'd by Sir Maggot Jingle. 


Catch. Make room, make room for the Virgil of 


our Age. 


Lovew. What! my old Lover , Sir Maggot Fingle 1 


I am in an Extaſie for Joy. : TY, 
Sir. Maur. Pox of their Fixgle, and his ſcanda - 


us 


PLE | | WE,” Mariana. 
Lady M. 2 Your Daughter, Sir Maurice, grows 
Tevery Day to Giddy, and fo exorbi- 


5 P aA De * 


Al 


_ Witleſs. | 


ES. —_—_ 
lous Title: Muſt that ſtarving paraſitical Knight 
be always Rhiming and Bawling at my Table, 
Curſe on him! One may know by his Viſlts, bet- 
ter than by the Clock. when 'tis Dinner-time at 
my Houſe, Sir Timothy, I think you and I 
have nothing to do here, Had not we beſt go in, and 
take a Pipe in my little Room ? | | 

Sir Tim. With all my Heart, Sir Maurice. 

Sir Maur. The Ladies will take care of Mr. 


a Exeunt Sir Maur. and Sir Tim. 
Lady Mann. Mr. Vitleſs, let me have the Ho- 
nour of preſenting you to this Darling of the 
rang this younger Brother of Apollo, Sir Maggot 
„ | 8 
Witl. What, Madam, the Famous Sir Maggot 
Jingle that writ that Incomparable Poem of the 
ox ? | 
Lady M. The very ſame, Sir. 9 
Pitleſs. Oh Sir! for the ſake of the Fox, let me 
embrace you, as long as there are Men that love 
to hunt after Wit and Fancy; your Fox Will be 
{ure to be run to Poſterity. LEmbraces Sir M. Jing; 
Sir N. Jingle, Sir, your moſt Humble: I do not 
love to commend my ſelf; but I take that Piece 
to be a Neu ultra in the kind. | 
Witleſs. What a pity tis, Sir, the Court does not 


underſtand your Merit. 


Sir. M. Fing. Tam now favouring the ungrates 
ful World, with a rare Collection of my Songs; for 
without Vanity, let it be ſpoken, I am the beſt 
Lyrick Poet in England. | 5 

Catch. How Wittily his Muſe expreſſes her ſelf. 

Lady Maur. I'm now in my Element — Nim- 
ble, bring Chairs. There lies a Booby now, for 
| 21 E want 


. ; hs be os 3 eh 3 — nn et * 
_ be — L - 


/ 
_—_—_— — «Med 
— * 28 


— OW 83 Ia * 
3 


4A 4 — C 43 * — 2 8 Sv 
. . ² —cꝙ et ner * 
o _ * — 1 = *— 
. 4 2 — * 


bl 

f 

i 

48 

0 

F: 

4 

= 

FH 

13 l 
bo 

y 7 
wa 
1 
5 0 

4p i 
by” 
._- 
7 


(bi 
10 
, 
i 

l + 4 
* 
1 
bs 

1 11 
5 
1 1 
1 


2 n I r — — 
3 _ — = > a — _ 
. 1 * 7 — * _ . 
— — —— — — — — — * 
— * 2 4 


bd —_— r 1 n 
. — hes. 2 ee T 7. OE IIS Z 8 1 
A oc tree ASI 24 - IE os LH 1 by \ 
- = — — — — hs —. — — = 
. 0 h . = —̃— — — 
. . - | o - = =—_ 
* 3 18 S » bp pow 


brium of Things. 
Nimble. And ſo this, I faw it, as ſoon as I was - 


p 28] 
want of underſtanding the Zquili- [Nimble brings 
a Hair, and falls with it. 
down. 


Sir A. Fing. *Tis well for you, Son of an Afs, 
Nature = not make you of Glaſs. 


Lovew. What! an impromptu with ſo much Wit! 


Wonderful? 


Catch. Surely this Man is the Phoenix of Poetry. 


[Chairs are brought, all ſit. 


Sir M. Jing: Well Ladies, Is the Day fix'd 


for the opening of your Academy of Beaux 
Eſprits. „ 
Lady Mawr. Tueſday is the Day, Sir Maggot. 
Sir AA. Fing. Woe then to the Royal Society; 
the Glory ot it will ſuffer a manifeſt Eclipſe. - 
Catch. Nay, Sir Maggot, we will not be ſo Cruel 
neither to thoſe Gentlemen as to refuſe to join to 
our Learned Body, the moſt able Mathematicians 
amongſt em; to the end, that by a free Commu- 
nication of our Diſcoveries, we may penetrate to- 
er into ſuch dark Secrets of Nature, as have 
itherto been deem'd unfathomable by human 
Capacity. | | . 8 
Lady Maus. Our Society ſhall be as the In- 


- 


quiſition, a Tribunal without Appeal, or Mercy ? 
where, with a Sovereign Authority, we ſhall Judge 
of all Books that come out: No Authors ſhall 


write well but thoſe we approve of; and no body 
Pretend to Wit, but we and our Friends. 
Lovew. But you, Sir Maggot, has your witty 
Muſe conceiv d of late: What News pray from 
Apollo's Levee ? I | 
| Sir M. Fing. 


5 „„ +7 
Sir . Jing. Very little, Madam, that deſerves 
3 as be nam d to ſuch Sapphoes of our Age, as I ſee 
here. | _ 3 

Lovew. Come Sir Maggot, no Compliments: You 
know we had rather hear fine Things, than our 
/ ſelves commended. 5 
Sir M. Jing. This is another impromptu, Ladies, 
only made at Leiſure. [Pulling out a Paper. 
En Oh ! I ſhall fall into a Swoon 
Sir M. Jingle. Hum, Hum, Hum. — 
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To the Counteſs of Squeezingham, 
upon her A GU E. 
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Tour Prudence ſurely, is Aſleep, 
Whilſt you magnificently Treat; 
And in your rich Apartment Keep 
Tour cruel Enemy in State. 
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| Lady M. Oh the Fantee Beginning ! 
| Catch. What a gallant Turn is there! 
Lovew. Nothing can be more degagee. 


Sir A. Fing. Ah force it out, ſay what they will, 
rom your Apartment, rich and rare; 
Th' Ungrateful that attempts to kill. 
And rob you of a Life ſo fair. 


— — — 8 : 
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Lady M. Oh give me Leave to breathe: 
Lovew. I am all Rapture, I vow. 
Catch, Bleſs me! what a pretty Metaphor that 

rich Apartment 1s. | | 
Lady . The Parentheſis in my Mind, is 

worth a Million —k Porce it out, ſay ”_ 
| | | they 
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N _ 
they will, it implies a Challenge, a Defiance to 
. 1 | 
Tovew. Td freely * my Portion to be the Au- 
thor of a Thing, ſo much out of the common 


Road. 
Sir M. Jing. What follows, Ladies, will not diſ- 


grace the Beginning I'm ſure. 


What ! thus regardleſs of your Race, 
In your high Blood it ſelf to place ! 
And Night and Day torment you ſo. 


Though it has all this Favour found, 
Oh, yet at length ſome Anger ſhow ; 
And when next to the Bath you go, 
With your own Hands let it be Drown d. 


Lady M. I can hold no longer. | 
Catch, I die away ! Support me ! Oh, Support me, 
ſome body! Alas ! Alas! | 
Lovew. I'm loft in Pleaſure! Io 
Lady M. Though it has all this Favour found; 
though you have indulg'd it, humour'd it fo 
long 5 ; 
Tovew. Oh, yet at-length ſome Anger ſhow ; 
ſome Paſſion, ſome Indignation, ſome Reſentment 
for its Ingratitude. - 
Catch. With your own Hands let it be Drown 'd : ---= 

That is, take hold of it, Madam, and plunge it in- 
to the Water — Oh ! Oh l — _ 

Lady M. Well, Mr. Vitleſs, did you ever hear 
the like ? What do ye think now the Author of 
{o excellent a Piece deſerves ? "IL 

Pitl. What does he deſerve, Madam? He de- 


ſerves to be Hang' d. ; 
| | Sir 


C2] be 

Sir M. Fing. What, Sir, do you know him? 

mw | 4 I [In a Faſſon. 

Mitl. Not I, Sir, by Jupiter Ammon; But I war- 
rant him a moſt illiterate Aſs ; a mere Rhiming 
Ide, without the leaſt Tincture of Philoſophy 
mn him - | 

Lovew. You are too ſevere, Mr. Vitleſs; the Au- 
thor is a Man noted for Wit among us. 

Pitl. That's all one to me; I maintain him 
Guilty of High-Freaſon againſt Ariſtotle: Who in 
the Devil's Name, ever heard of an Ague being a 
Tangible Body, and ſubje& to Drowning. 

Sir M. Fjng. I am confident, Sir, no Man can 
write better Verſes than theſe; and my Reaſon 
for it, is, becauſe I my ſelf am the Author ot 
Witt, What you, Sir? 

Sir MH. Fing, Yes, Sir, my ſelf in Perſon. | 

Vitl. The more ſhame for for you, Sir. — 
Look ye Ladies, I'll make ye a Copy of Verſes up 
on any Subje& you'll name, only to let you ſee 
the Difference between a Poet and a Scholar. 

Sir 2. Fing. Then write a Madrigal upon a Box 
o the Ear. [Gives him a Box o the Ear. 

Mitl. Meaning me, Sir? Cafter a little muſing 
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Sir Maggotty Jingle 
Did make my Ear tingle ; 
Which was to me an Afﬀfront : 
But ſtrait for his Box 
 Twiſh d him the Pox ; 
Sd Tad the better on't. 


Sir I. Fing. Ha! Ha!Ha! [ aigbe 


Piti. 


[L327 

Witl. What? do you Laugh? you Chimney- 
Sweeper of Parnaſſus! Tho I dotake aBox o'theEar, 
I have too much Honour to put up a Jeer : 
By the Scull of Chaucer, I'll Rhime thee Black 
and Blue. Come if you dare ! you Poet Laureat 
of Bedlam. _ {Witleſs lays his Sword afide, and of- 
"DU ers, to Box with Sir M. Jingle. 
Lady A. In the Name of Apollo, I charge you 
to keep the Peace. pg IS 
Pitl. Thank ye my Lady, Muſhroom, that you 
Jive. And new Ladies, to convince you, that 
2 ſneaking Rhiming Knight 1s but an Owl to a 
Scholar, Here, Here's a piece of Work, for One 
that has been at Cambridge but Four Years and 
Three - quarters. [' itleſs offers a roll d Sheet o 
large Paper to Lady M. 
Sir M. Jing. If you Pleaſe, Madam, I'll ſave 
our Ladyſhip the trouble of Reading. Sir M. takes 
: | ” the Paper, 


[Sir Maggot Jingle reads — 


An Exact and Accurate MAP, containing the 

moſt Curious and moſt Remarkable Signs upon the 
Road between Cambridge and London, with their 
ſeveral Mottoes, Inſcriptions and Devices, as they 
were faithfully taken and Delineated by Timothy 
Witleſs, Batchelor of Arts, in his late Travels, 


Sir M. Jing. By Apollo, the Thing is New and 

Singular — Ha! Ha! Ha! Ladies look on 
| | the Paper. 

Witl. You may look, Ladies, and wonder: I can 

fay that for my ſelf, there 1s a Thing now, Sir 

Francis Drake never thought of in all his Travels 


round the World. 
NN. Lovew. 


©» 


E: bc ak For my part, I am charm d with the cu- 
ious Auf, 

VVitl. well you may, Lady: for to tell you 
the 4 . I have, in all my Fancies, a huge ſtroke 
of the Ancients; —+—Look ye; All theſe fine 
Proſpects you ſee here, I have — — from a fa- 
 1nous Landskip, drawn, to the beſt of my Memory, 
five Years betore the Flood. 

G A. Jing. Pray, Sir, mw ou know 5 | 
man the Painter was. [I a peering Tone. 
ALA Foreigner, to be ſure, by his way of 
Prana: 1 think he was Painter in Ordinary to 
ru of Venice; his Name begins with an (Sc.) 
Th truly, I have forgot it now w-. 
"Nimble, Madam Dinner is upon the Table. 
20 5 2 Mr. Fitleſs, you'll do us the favour to 


aa Sir Maggot, for the ſake of the Age be 
yon my Gueſt to day, 
Sir A. Jing. Agreed: 


A hearty Meal muſt make our Works ES: : 
For Poets live to Write, and Write to Eat. 


FEC 
ACT III. 


Enter Lucy and Trap. 


Trap, LIIS Steward's Place, ſay'ſt thou ? 
Faith, no News in the World could 

have been more welcome; for beſides that I have 
a-natu.al Incl: nation to Miſchief, Sir Timothy was 
of F pleas'd, 


[ 34 ] 


pleas'd, juſt now, to give me warning to be gone 
to morrow, only tor being at my Arrival, a little 
too familiar with that habitual Sin of his, Mrs. 
Heart-eaſe, his Houſe-keeper, and I was almoſt 
mad for an opportunity to be revenged on him. 


Enter Clerimont. 9 8 | 


Tucy. Hold, Jack, Hold; here comes the Gen- 
tleman; make your beſt Honours to your beſt 
Maſter, —— [ Preſents Trap to Cler. 
This Creature you ſee here, Sir, is that worthy 
Brother of mine, whoſe Skill and Zeal to do 
you Service, I have already commended to you. 
 ., Clex, He does not look as if he were a Man of 
Scruples: I dare anſwer by his Phyſiognomy, That 
his Conſcience can diſpenſe with a little Roguery 
to do a Man a Kindneſs: But has he the heart to 
ſerve his Maſter's Rival ? A. | 

Trap. For a Maſter, Sir, give me leave to own 
none but you: And as to Conſcience, I am as mo- 
diſh as the Vicar of Bray; and ſeldom liſten to it, 
when there's Preferment in the caſe. 

Cler. Then let's to Action immediately: What 
= you think of now, to give me a taſte of your 

it. | : 

Trap. For my Probation-Trick, I have a Plot in 
hand, will ſtrangely - confound and perplex the 
Pitleſſes: but I muſt not foreſtall you with an Ac- 
.count of my Projects; only by way of Prologue to 


our Comedy, if you have a mind to make your ſelf | 


Sport, and ſerve your Love at the {ame time, I can 
put you in a way. Fes 
Cler. With all my heart: Let's hear what 


Pou propoſe? 


Trap. Mr. Vitleſ has order'd me to find out a 
3 Es D ancing- 


3 
Dancing-Maſter for him: Let me but introduce 
you in that Quality, and you ll have a good Op- 
parity to remove his Affections from your 

iſtreſs, the Man is as Eaſie as you can wiſh put 
any thing upon him, III anſwer, twill take. 

Cler, J long to be acting of that part; for I 
was impatient to ſee the Figure of the Man. 

Lucy. Then go about it inſtantly, for behold the 
Dre 072 1959 ante 9 
Cler. Adieu, pretty Mrs. Lucy, Remember me a 
thouſand times to Charming Mariana. You 
Mac hiavel, away to Conſultation [Io Trap. 

F Li as BY $6 Emeunt ſev: rally. 


- Enter Catchat and Witleſs. | 


Catch. T ſay, Mr, Witleſs, that Milk-Sop-Babe, 
my Niece, ſhall not have Jou; upon my Word, ſhe 
ſhall not. | | | 
Witl. She us d me ſcurvily, that's the Truth 
on't. Bat ALES 
Catch. She does not deſerve a Man of Wit. 
 Vitl. No more ſhe don't, Faith. 5 
Catch. I am really ſo Chagrin, Sir, to ſee a pret- 
Gentleman abus d in my Brother's Honſe, that 
to ſave the Credit of his Family, I am thinking of 
ſomething to make you amends for his Daughter's 
Rudeneſs. v5 
Witl. You are exceeding Bounteous, Mrs. Catchat. 
Catch. Look upon me, Mr. Vitleſs, and tell me 
freely, Cou'd you love a Woman that has liv'd 
juſt long enough to be Wile, and make a good 


Choice? | | 
Pitl. Tis ſach a one J long for, I proteſt. 
Catch, A Beautiful, Charming Creature. 


Vitl. Faith, you make my Mouth water, 
F 2 —” - 


[136 


- Catch. A Wit, a Du an Author??? 

Witl. Odd acokers: But Where an we -ind 
tia Treaſure? __ - T_— 

Cateb; Such a Treaſure is abewe the Merit and | 
Ambition of Cromn d Reads; and vet at your 
Service, Mr. Witleſs. ; 7158 TOE A +20 | 

Witt. Oh, you raviſh me, Madeors: Pactranſ- 
ported! Let me ſee that Angel! that Galldels! I 
muſt Adore her Where is ſhe ? Where i 18 the, 

| F:?- T9 FR” Er: TH £1.04 
W Not for, Mr, Wiatteſs: | es Henerfiie fGnnds: | 

Miel. Where Madam? Where? Taras round. 

Catch. Turn this Way, Mr. Vitleſs and fix your 
Eyes upon me; — *tis my ſelf. 

Vitl, What! Tou, Mrs. Catchat '=— And is 
that Face you have on now. all the F aces you have 
in the World, pray? 

Cape. No. doubt on t Sir; And finely; whoewas 
has ſuch a One, need not defire a better. 

Mitl. Faith, Madam, to be plain then, that Face 

yours is a very unmannerly Face, to _ the 
Lis to ſo fair a Deſcription. * 

Catch. 'T cannot be angry with mb Pm fare 
loves me: Beſides, I muſt tell yon, Mr. Wit- 
leſs, (though Hides there is little Need of any o- 
ther Charm but my Perſon) hat I am A Fortune, 
Sir; —— I have Thouſands, Theufands, Sir. 
Pitl. Oddzniggs, Madam, vou ſhould have men- 

tion'd that firſt of all. 

\ Catch. The. Mortal I mal bleſs * the poſſeſ- 
ſion of my Perſonal Goods, extrinfrck/ or intrin- 
ſick, ſhall — Four Thouſand Pounds down, and 
5 Thouſand x more, upon the Birth of m firſt 

1 

Pitl. With Submiſſion, that's in onffer'd, Mrs. 
cache, 1 it ſhould be one Thouſand Pound * 

an 


and four Thoufand Pound at the Fall of the firſt 
Fruit ? becauſe the Temptation of the Money, is 
all the 1 8 ion a Husband is like to have with 
1 n 
"Catch, 2 Bleſs me! The Fellow is a Fool, a per- 
aſile. 8 fect Stranger to Wit, and Beauty: 1 


miſt tick to my Clerimont; he is a Man of ſudg- 


4 of 1 
ment. 


Enter Sir Maggot Jingle, Lady Meanwell, and 


Lo. Come Sir Maggot, we will not be put off 
with a Compliment ;, we'll have the Song. 

Sir M. Fing. To tell you the Truth, Tam a 
little proud ot this Piece; and look upon it as a 
very lucky Hit of my Muſe towards Preferment- 


e e 
0 82 Ng Lewis, vith alt his Might, 
A Thur ſoy to wy: by — | 
Reſign thy Peggy for one Night, 
18 Ar bi thee a Peer of France. 
Tv the Monfieur, I'd reply, *; 
, 


As Ilove a Chriftmas- 
Her Fleſh thy Royal Paw ſbaut handle. 
"i = thy Honour and ty Pelf,  _ 
And TI keep Peggy to my ſelf, 
Who ſhines as bright as any Candle. 


Lovew, Next time Sir Maggot favours us with a 
Mw. I hope our Meetings will be regularly 


* 


Catch, 
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E 
- "Catch. Do you know Sir Maggot, that I diſco- 
ver d laſt Week, Three Men in the Moon, fighting 


a Duel in a Church-yard?z?ꝰ 5 
Sir M. Jing. Ay, that I know ; and J hear ſince, 
that he in the Blue Coat was wounded, and drop'd 
down into a Tub of Yeaſt, at a Brewer's in Bury, 
Catch. I {aw the poor Creature fall; and T — 
not but admire at the other Two, who, inſtead of 
running away, and making their Eſcape, fell a 
- gazing on me for an Hour together. The Sparks 
of that ſhining World, are of a Loving Conſtitu- 
tion, I promiſe you ; a few Looks of mine would 
conſume em all; and then my Charms, like Alex- 
ander, muſt weep for want of Worlds to Conquer. 
Sir M. Fing. I cannot boaſt of in 
things, Madam: However, I have now a ſmall 
Piece in the Preſs, which will, I hope, appear new 
to the World; and that's Coke upon Littleton 
turn d into Heroick Verle. _ 
Witl . Now you talk of Projects, do you know, 
Ladies, that my Tutor and I, are ſetting up a 
Penny-Poſt to the Weſt-Indzes 
Sir Ad. Jing. But you, Mrs. Catchat, what's be- 
gone pray of your dainty Piece of Work as you 
call it ? Sas V 
Catch. What! my Satire againſt Eunuchs; Foh; 
T left it unfinifh'd ; the filthy Subject provox d 
my Spleen, but could not raiſe my Fancy. 
Lady 44. For my part, I love any thing that 
has a Reliſh of the publick Spirit in it. I was 
Yeſterday with my Lord Mayor, to communicate 
to him a Mathematical Engine of my own, to keep 
the Streets as clean, and as dry as a Drawing Room 
all the Lear round. „ FR 7 Rs 
_ Witl, How's this Madam, pray? 
Lady A. Tis only by ſecuring the City from 
Rain, Witt. 


39 ] 

Witl. From Rain, Madam! that's impoſſible. 
How can you compaſs it?, Dr TEA 
Lady M. Oh eaſily enough, Mr. Vitleſs: Tell 
me, Have you ſeen the glaring Lamps upon. the 
Wai „„ „„ 
Pitl. Les, Madam, that I have, What then? 
Lady MH. Well juſt fo, tis only ſetting up Tim- 
ber Poſts round about the City, and then fixing a 
pair of Bellows upon every one of em, to blow 
the Clouds away. „„ 


- 


Loew. Sir Maggot, I have now a huge Limbeck 


making ; gueſs for what. bod 

Sir M. Jing. Gueſs ſay you? Faith I can't, 

unleſs it be to diſſolve the Philoſophers Stone. 
Lovew. No, no, Sir Maggot; 'tis for a more 


noble Deſign, I aſſure you: You muſt underſtand, 


that I have made an exact Collection of all the 
Plays that ever came out, which I deſign to put 
into my Limbeck ; and then extract all the Quin- 
teſſence of Wit that is in them, to fell it by drops 
to the Poets of this Age. | 

Sir M. Jing. Oh Madam, Let me beſpeak a few 
of Foy witty Drops for the Poor Gentlemen of the 
At Rey Perry, | ds | 
Lovew. Surely thoſe Oracles of Learning do not 
want em. 3 | 

Vitl. Faith but they do: Look ye, I propoſed 
but this to them tother Day : Suppoſe we ſhould 
put the Brains of a Scholar into the Head of a Bull, 
whether or no that Bull would ſpeak Latin as I do? 


and never truſt me if they knew what to ſay to it. 


Catch. But why ſhould you think That, ſo migh - 


ty a Miracle, I my ſelf who ſeldom boaft of an 


thing, am now teaching a Flea to Sing : The little 
Creature underſtands the Notes already ; and if I 
live, ſhe ſhall fing a Song in the next Opera that's 
acted. ; Enter 


40 ] 


'- Enter Sir Timothy Witlels, peeling ; and Sir Mau- 


rice Meanwell, a little elevated. 
Sir Maur. You might have taken t other Bottle; 
Why in ſuch haſte Sir Toth) 
Sir Tim, Look ye Neighbour, when I have Bu- 
ſineſs of Importance in my Noddle, I love to be 
Sober ; Where is honeſt Tim? Come my Boy, you 
muſt be married to morrow, along, along, to my 
Taylor; by the Beard of King Dick, Yu make 
thee as gay as a Pageant at my Lord Mayor's 
Show. Ladies your Servant ; Sir Maurice your 
moſt Humble. On, on Boy. [Exit Sir Timothy. 
Pitl. I go, Ladies, and remain your moſt oble 
quious Slave. My future Progenitor in Law, I 
reſt for ever your dutiful Son, that is to be. 
5 5 akin his leave. 
4] | FF ö 3 Exit itleſs. 
Sir M fins: L muſt take my leave too, Ladies; 
for ſome Vertuoſi are to wait on me this Afternoon, 
about a Scheme I am preparing for the Parliament, 
to have all the Cities, Towns, and. Villages of 


e- 


England, turn d into Sea- Ports. TY 
| 3 M. Then Sir Maggot your Servant; but 
pray remember your Promiſe, and fail not at the 
N ew Play to morrowmw, for the Author came Veſter - 
. day topay his Devorrs to us, and we have engag'd 
for our ſelves, and our Friends, to find it a good 
one, in ſpite of Rules, and Criticks. .. 

Sir M. Jing. But tell me firſt, Madam, is the 
Poet a ane civil Poet; or is he like one of 
thoſe, that cannot be Witty without being Ob- 


ne. it. 5 ME 
Lady M. What makes you ask Sir Maggot ? 
5 3 


| L 45 „ 

Sir M. Fing. Tis only for the pleaſure of ob- 
ſerving ſome nice Ladies of my Acquaintance, 
who will be ſure never to miſs the firſt Night of a 
Play, that if there be any thing high ſeafon'd in 
it, they may pleaſe their Palates, aud tickle their 
Fanc ies with it; and then with a turning up of 
the Noſe, and a Jeſu! had I known the Play was 
ſo filthy, I would not have ſeen it for a Million : 
They ll be fare, for their own Reputation, to cry, 
the Poet down ; and declaim high againſt thoſe 
who ſhew ſo little Modeſty, as to ſee it the Second 


y. ; 74 

Lady M. I know the Author, Sir Maggot, and 
dare engage for the Chaſtity of his Muſe. ' 
dir M. Jing, Tis enough, Ladies, that the Poet 
is under your Protection; IV be at his Play I war- 
rant ye, and clap ſtoutly as ſoon as the Candles are 
Lighting. | Exit. 

Sir Maur. I thought, Vit Paramount, I muſt 
have been forced to diſmiſs my ſelf wit hout Au- 
dience. : I | | 
Lad) M. What! Angry? Sir Maurice; Ithought 

you ſtood all the while admiring the Famous dir 
Maggot Jingle, . 

Sir Maur. Hang him for a ſcurvy Pimp of Wit, 
that could never Match Rhime, and Senſe together, 
a Scoundrel of Parnaſſus, and the veiy ſcandal of 

his Trade. WT 
Loew. His Trade! Foh, how Citizen-like is 
that Expreſſion !_ 

Sir Maur. A dull Goſſiping, Rhiming Paraſite, 
who Robs thePaſtry-Cooks of Paper toWrite his Ma- 
drigais upon, and ſtands Recorded in Ale-Houles, 
for the inſpiring Liquor that makes him a Wit. 

Catch. Brother, Brother talk with mcre Keve- 
rence of Sir Afoggot Jingle, pray, what if his 
| G Loyalty 
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Loyalty to Oliver has made him Poor, he is ſtill a 
Knight, and a Poet, and ſuch as he, you know, 
can Fight, and Lampoon, 

Sir Maur. Faith, Siſter, I fear neither his Sword 
nor his Satire, as long as I keep a good Table; 

for ſuch as he I know, had rather put up an 
Affront than loſe a Meal. 

Lady Ad. How now, Sir Maurice, is the Merry 
God Dancing a Jig within the incloſure of your 
Brains? you forget your ſelf ſtrangely methinks. 

Sir Maur. Tis to you, Siſter, I ſpeak, what a 
Devil have you to do with Jingling and Poetry. 

J) Catchat. 

Catch. Lord, Siſter, what a ſtrange Compound 
your Husband is of Vulgar and Clowniſh Attoms? 

Sir Maur. A pretty 2 indeed, to ſee thoſe 
long Spectacles of yours, ſet on the Top of my 
Houſe, for you to peep, and tell how many 
Hackney Coaches are going to the Moon. 

Lovew. Oh the illiterate Brute! thus ts affront 
a Teleſcope. [ aſide, 
Sir Maur. J am no Scholar, not I, and I thank 
my Stars for it, but with your Leave, ſo much 
has common Senſe taught me, that all the Study 
and Philoſophy of a Wife, ſhould be to pleaſe 
her Husband, inſtruct her Children, have a vigi- 
lant Eye over Domeſtick Affairs, keep a good Or- 
der in her Family, and ſtand as a living Pattern 
of Virtue and Diſcretion to all about her. 
Lady M. Sir Maurice like another Solon, is now 
ſetting up for a Law-giver, Poor Soul! 

Sir Maur. The Women of Old did not Read ſo 
much, but Liv'd better, Houſewifry was all the 
Knowledge they aſpired to; but now a-days 
Wives muſt Write forſooth, and pretend to Wit 
with a Pox. 5 

Catch. 
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Catch. "Tis the partial, and fooliſh Opinion of 

Men Brother, and not our Fault tas made it ri- 

diculous now a-days ; for a Woman to pretend to 
Wit, ſhe was born to it, and can ſhew it well 

enough, when Occaſion ſerves. SO 

Sir Maur. Ay, to our Coſt ſometimes, Female 

Wit Triumphs, and Excels in three Things, Re- 
venge, Diſſembling and Cuckoldom ; there I grant 
we muſt yield to you for Quickneſs and Dexterity. 

Catch. But for all __ Brother, a Man's 
Wit is as dull as his Appetite, if not ſet an Edge 
by Ours. 32 

ir Maur. Hang your Edging, a Woman's Wit 
was always a Pimp to her Pleaſures. | 

Lady M. I'm tired Sir Maurice with yourNon- 
ſenſe: Satire does not become a Citizen. 

Sir Many. But I tell you, Lady, that I will have 
a Reformation in my Houſe, that this Plague of 
Wit has infected all my Servants, even my little 
Boy, forſooth, cannot turn the Spit now without a 
Pharamond, or a Caſſandra in his Hand; If I call. 
for Drink, the Butler brings me a Spenſer, or a 
Ben Fohnſon. „ 

Lady M. If this be all you have to ſay, Sir Mau- 
rice. Farewel. | . 

Sir Maur. No, Angry Mother of the Muſes, give 
me but Attention, and you ſhall hear; your Daugh- 
ter's Wit, it ſeems, is like to ſtarve her Love: I'm 
told ſhe deſigns to keep Hoſpitality in another 
3 and feaſt the Worms with her Maiden- 
Head. 

Lady M. What ſtrange Fargon's this? 

Sir Maur. But Mariana being not altogether ſo 
witty, but like a ſimple Creature, deſirous to keep 

Houſe in this World ; tis Time to think of a Hus- 

band for her. 8 55 

2 


Lady M. 
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Lady M. Tis what my preventing Wiſdom has 
already determin'd ; I have engag'd to Sir Timo- 
thy, that his Son ſhall be the Man; he is a Perſon 
of deep Parts, and that's in my Opinion the only 
Way to infuſe the Spirit of Improvement into your 
Daughter? 5 | 

Sir Maur. Did you not perceive by my Daugh- 
ter's Diſcourſe with Mr. Vitleſs, that ſhe has no 
great liking to him; why ſhould we force her 
Inclination, my Dear. | 1 

Lady M. What now ? will you offer to contra- 
dlict me; TI have paſt my Word, and it muſt be ſo. 
Sir Maur. J am not ſo much againſt it my deareſt 

Dear, but only let us do things as they ſhould be 

dene, let's give her a little Time at leaſt, to con- 
quer her Averſion. 

Lady M. "Tis Pity indeed, but my Determina- 
tions thould wait for the ſettling of the giddy 
Thought of ſuch an illiterate Creature as your 
Daughter; I am reſolv'd it ſhall be as I pleaſe, 
bid her be ready, for to Morrow I'll ſend to Mr. 
Engroſs to bring the Writings this Evening to 

al. 1 
Sir Maur. But my Dear, in a Cale of this Im- 
Port ance. * | | 

Lady M. What, again,? Hold your Tongue, Sir 
Maurice, I don't love People ſhould reply. 

CExeunt all but Sir Maurice. 


Pe, Meanwell to Sir Maurice, who nls banging 
bis Head in a Melancholy Poſture. 


Mean. I ſee your Lady going, Brother, I ſuppoſe 
you have had fome Diſcourſe about the Buſineſs 
Sir Maur. Yes, Brother. | 


| Mean. 


. 7 

Mean. Well and what's the Reſult of it pray, ſhall 
we have Mariana ? Has ſhe given her conſent; is 
the thing agreed on? Ee: 

Sir Maur. Not altogether. 

Mean. Does ſhe deny ? 

_ Sir Maur. No. 

Mean. Is the matter left in ſuſpence? 

Sir Maur. Not at all. | 
Mean. What then Brother, is it a Myſtery never 
to be Revealed ? | 

Sir Maur. I'll tell you Brother, ſhe ſays that ſhe 
has engag'd her Word for Mr. Vitleſs, and cannot 
n 1 3 | 

Mean. And whatdid you ſay to it pray, did you 
accept of him? ; 

Sir Maur. II No; God forbid. | 
Mean. What Anſwer then did you make? 

Sir Maur. None at all, and I am glad I did not, 
= fear ſhe ſhould have diſputed me into a con- 

ent. | 

Mean. The Reaſon is Admirable Brother; but did 
you at leaſt propoſe Clerimont to her? | 

Sir Maur. No Brother, I had more Wit I aſſure 
you; look you, when I heard her Name Mr. Vitleſs, 
I thought my mentioning Clerimont would but Ex- 
aſperate her the more. 

Mean. Your Prudence Brother amazes me, an't 
you aſhamed of your ſoit, and eaſie Temper ? 
Sir Maur. Brother I love Peace, and my Wife is 
a a terrible Dragon when once out of Humour; ſhe 
makes indeed a High Boaſt of her Philoſophy, but 
ſhe is not a bit the leſs Cholerick for it, and her 
Morals that teach her to look upon all things 
with an indifferent Eye, have not the leaſt In- 
fluence upon her Paſſions ; ſhe is ſtill Woman all 
over, Brother. 

Mean. 
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Mean. This is Mockery, perfect Mockery Bro- 
ther, your Wife Rules becauſe you're faint hearted; 
take my Word, tis the way, of Cunning, and de- 
ſigning Wives as ſoon as they are Married, Nice- 
ly to ſtudy the Temper of their Husbands, and 
| . 5 Uſurp Power in proportion to their Weak- 
neſs. | 8 

Sir Maur. In ſober ſadneſs I'm to blame; my 
Neighbours take Notice of it I hear, and I begin 
to be weary ont. Faith I do Brother. 

Mean. For ſhame, good Brother do not make 
your ſelf ſuch a Ninny, as to ſuffer that puny thing 
Woman to lead you by the Noſe; pluck up a Spirit, 
ſhew your ſelf a Man; and when your Wife has 
the ill Manners to Argue with you, tell her in a 
Tone of Authority, ſuch is my Will and Pleaſure. 

Sir Maur. You are in the right Brother, | Cocking 
come I'm reſolvd I'll ſhew more Courage bis Hat] 
for the future. | 

Mean. Well ſaid. | 

Sir Maur. Tis a diſgrace for a Man to ſubmit to 
the Capricious Humour of his Wife. 

Mean. Very well. 5 

Sir Maur. She has abuſed my Patience too long. 

Mean Very true. © os 

Sir Maur. Too much 1mpoſed upon me. 

Mean. That's certain. ee 

Sir Maur. And ſhe ſhall know to Day, that 
my Daughter is my Daughter, and that it belongs 
5 = and to no body elſe, to diſpoſe of her as I 
pleaſe. ' 

Mean. Now tis as it ſhould be, I am overjoy'd at 
the Change. ; 

Sir Maur. You Know Clerimont 's Lodgings, pray 
call upon him, and tell him, I muſt ſpeak with him 
' inſtantly. | 

We Mean. 
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Mean. Tam going to the Exchrnge, to hear what 
News from Hamburgh, for J had not ice this Morn- 
ing that our Ship is ſafely arrived, and II ſeehin! 
as I go. FE, [Exennt ſeverally. 


SCENE Changes to Sir Timothy's Lodgings. 


Enter Clerimont, Trap. 


Trap. [ Ji he comes, compoſe your ſelf a 


little, and forbear Laughing if you 
can —Sir, here's Mr. Le Caper, [Enter Witleſs] 
the beſt Dancing-maſter in the Town, is come to 
wait on you. 


Witl. Sir, your very profound, humble Servant. 


Cler. Your Man informs me, Sir, that you have a 


deſire to learn the graceful Motions of our Art, I 


ſhall be proud of —— A 
PVitl. But firſt tell me, Sir, could I learn to Dance 
by Grammar? I love to do things methodically. 
(ler. That can't be, Sir; for the Perfection, or 
End of our Art is chiefly to reform the rude, and 
clowniſh Geſtures of the Body, which is a thing 
meerly Practical. | 
Vitl. Whether you know it or no, I can tell you, 
Sir, your Art is very ancient, I have read ſome- 
_ in Juvenal, that there was a Ball in Noah's 
Ark. 
Cler, Oh, Sir, that's but a Trifle, we derive the 
Pedigree of Dancing much higher. 
Iitl. But now let's fee what we have to do, I am 
ſoon to marry, and J have ſent for You, Mr. Le 
Caper, to teach me to Dance as curiouſly as you can, 
for twould be a ſhame for a Gentleman, and a 
Scholar as I am, that any Body ſhould outdo me at 
my own Wedding. 
Cler, 
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Cler. Don't you queſtion, Sir, but I ſhall come 
off with Credit; but pray when is the Day ? 
Fitl. To Night, I hope. 3 
Cler. What! ſo ſoon, Sir! you eonfound me. 
Trap. Don't let that fright you, Mr. Le Caper, 
my Maſter is not like other People, his Brains cir- 
te to his very Heels; I'll engage for him, that 
he'll learn as much in Two Hours, as he would do 
in a Quarter of a Year! 

Cler. Oh, if fo we are well enough Come; 
Sir, your Hat —— So: — Your Shoulders 
very well. Four Arms To a Miracle 
Hold up your Head —— So: —— Your Right 
Foot forward —— So: — Turn ont your Toes 
— 80: —— Keep your Body ſtrait — Admi- 

rable ;: —— Make your Honours Nothing 
can be more exatt. 71155 

[Teaching Witleſs, who performs awkardly. 

Vitl. Well, what do you think on't, Maſter ? I 
fancy I do pretty well. Sore 
Cler. You amaze me, Sir, with your Dexterity. 

Vitl. Don't you think myMiſtreſs will be Tran- 
ſported to ſee me Dance ſo well? You muſt be at 
the Nea Maſter, remember J invite you. 

Trap. He'll be there I don't queſtion, and one of 
the chief Actors, I Hope. Aide. 

Cler. You honour me, Sir; but will you pardon 
my Cunoſity, if I preſume to ask the Lady's 

Name who is to be ſo happy ? „ 
NMitl. My Miſtreſs, and future Spouſe, Sir, is 
ene Mrs. Meamwell. 

Cler. Which of 'em —— Mariana? 

Witl. The very ſame. 

Cler. If fo, then I muſt needs ſay, ſome People 
have better Luck than they deſerve. Fat, 

Witl. What can be the meaning of this? 


- 


Cler. 
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; | and Nothing, nothing, Sir, I have been too raſh 
=—_ | 
Pitl. Surely there is ſomething of Myſtery in 
this ; pray, good Mr. Le Caper, inform me. 

 Cler. No, Sir, Men of my Profeſſion ought to 

be ſecret. - „„ 
Pitl. *Dzlife, I can bear no ion ! pray, good 

Maſter, do not keep me thus in ſuſpence; I ſwear 

by the Univerſity, your Kindneſs to me ſhall do 
you no Diſſervice. 0 | | 

Cler. Upon your Word, Sir? 

Pitl. Upon my Word and Honour. | 
Cler. Look ye, Sir, Sir Maurice is my Friend, 
Mrs. Meanwell too is one I value; but ſurely when 

a Perſon of your Character is going to be groſly 

cheated, even by thoſe he leaſt ſuſpects, I cannot, 

I muſt not be filent, I'll deal frankly with you, 

Sir, Do you in the Buſineſs as you think fit. 

Witl. Oh ſweet Mr. Le Caper, how good you 
are! 

Cler. The young Lady, Sir, to my Knowledge 
has an intimate Engagement with a certain 
Spark, that would make nothing of cutting your 
Throat, ſhould he, by chance, diſcover, that you are 
reſolved to go on in your Amour; ſhe loves him fo 
aſſionately too, that IJ heard her once vow to him, 
ell have none but him for a Husband. 

Vitl. Say you ſo ? The poor Fool! how I pity 
her! I have done with her, I warrant her: What, 
did the filly Creature fancy a Man of my Exploits 
and Fame can want Women? Bleſs me! the 
World to me is like the Seraglio of the Grand 
Seignior. | | 

Cler. Beſides, I muſt tell you by the bye, that 
her Humour is too as. Airy, for a Man of 
your 


1 501 


your ſolid Parts; who knows, but that it may in 
Time degenerate into Coquetry, - 3 
Vitl. A Word to the Wiſe, I underſtand you, 
Maſter ; the Spark ſhan't cut my Throat I warrant 
him, nor the Gipſey make a Cuckold of me, I pro- 
miſe her; a Coquet, Dzniggers! Let who wall 
take her, the cheating Devil made this Morning 
as if ſhe had been a very reſerv'd Saint. © 
_ Cler. Woman, Sir, is a Riddle, a meer Com- 
pound of Contradictions, whole Meaning youll 
never find out, but hy miſtaking her Words. 
Trap. Bleſs me, Sir, there was a narrow Eſcape 

155 us now, thank your Stars and Mr. Le Caper 

or it. „ | . 
. Witl, Oh the ſubtle Crocodile | how I hate her! 
Nay, ſhe is Illiterate too, and underſtands neither 
Greek nor Latin. 1 ou furs, 

cler. Nay, I fancy ſhe deſpiſes Dancing too, for 
I haveoften obſerv d her making Faces at her Siſter 
when I was teaching her. A 
„ Witl. Then you go to Sir Maurice's ſometimes, 
Maſter? 133 1 | 

Cler. Ay, that I do three Times a Week. 

Witl. Oh! what would I give you were there 
within this Hour! for I'm reſolved to go, and give 
a parting Lecture to that falſe, cunning, jilting, 
profligate Minn. 5 
Cler. Til endeavour to be there; but pray not a 

Word from whence you had it, you'd ruin me. 
Mitl. Upon the Word of a Batchelor of Arts, 
not a Tittle ; be there only, and Ill make you 
Sport L warrant you for this Kindneſs, I Il fo rattle 
the little Jade before you 3 
Trap. On my Conſcience this is a wicked World; 
there is no Faith in a Woman, who Cheats even 
with her Modeſty. = 

: 12 
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Witl. Oi oi 7 Mr. Le Caper remember within 
an Hour Oh the Devi | 

ING [Foll owing ] Oh the Woman | 1. 
oo aq CExepy t Witleſs and Trap: 

- er. 

Hh ber Blindneſs, 750 too plainly ſhow, 

When on an Afs ſhe would her Gifts beſtow. 
For though ſhe "ep deſires, not to forſake bin, 

A Fool's but hat a Man of- Suſe will make him. 


FFC 
ACE I 


S C E N E Sir Maurice's Hooſe 


Enter Lovewit and Catchat. 


Lovew. J 3 good Aunt, what makes you ſo 

very earneſt to know, if That Clerimont 
be quite out of my Mind? 

: atch, Kindnel s to you Child, nothing elſe; 

I Kiow he is oths erwiſe Engaged and would 

not have you love in vain. 

Lovew, But ſtill what makes ycu fancy it ſo very 
difficult a Thing for me to hate that Man? Have 
my Words or Looks at any Time betray d ſuch a 
mighty Paſſion for him? 

Catch. He boaſted of it once; how 4 far he had 
Reaſon to do it, you know beft. 

L. ovew. Pre fumptuous! And could you that know 

me, Aunt, believe I ſhould make Choice of one, 

who Ot it a Scandal to our Sex to Pretend co 
1t 
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Catch. No, dear Niece, I could hardly imagine 
you'd think that Man worthy of your Eſteem, 
who takes all Occaſions to ridicule the excellent 
Talents the World admires in you. io 
Lovew. Unmannerly ! he ſpares no Body; I hear 
even your ſelf, Aunt, don't eſcape his Satire. 
Catch, Stupid ! Whatever Approbation your Po- 
etry meets with among the Wits, he 1s always the 
combed it... Sh HIST . 
Lovew. Ignorant! I have twenty Times read 
Things of your compoſing to him, which he could 
_ rbear calling Stuff and Nonſenſe to my 
1 | OG 5 
Catch. Impertinent! I have had a thouſand 


 Quarre's with him upon your Account. 


Lovew, All this, and more perhaps, I could have 


diſpens d with, but one Thingmy Philoſophy could 


not forgive him, that he had hardly loved me Two 

Years before he began totalk of Marriage —Foh! 
Catch, Oh the filthy Beaſt! Foh ! it turns my 

Stomach I proteſt. . | 
Lovew. Lord ! What a bold and impudent Crea- 


ture is Man, to dare mention the Word Marriage 


to a Woman of Wit and Fortune ? For 'tis no more 

than with fawning Words, and paſſionate Speeches, 

to defire her very civily to mend his Condition, 

and make her ſelf his Slave. FT 
Catch. Faith, Niece, tis even ſo. 


For the ſoft Joys of Love 4 longer laft, 
hen once the Fatal Vea our Lips has pa ft ; 
Then we begin to Court, and to Comply, 


. N only Rule, while we Deny. 


Lovew. Out upon thoſe Treacherous Syrens, 
cruel and bewitching Monſters, who charm us 
t FS + 7 "BG 


6 
into Ruine, and greedily devour our Sub- 
ſtance. OD TOR Fat 
Catch. But what ſay you to this, Niece ? I know 
Men in Town, who were born with the beſt Diſpo- 
ſitions in the World to make good Husbands, who 
et as ſoon as they came to be married, leſt they 

Thould be laugh'd at for their Singularity, affected 
a Peeviſhneſs, which was not natural to them ; 
and rather than their Wives ſhould have the Plea- 
ſure or Benefit of their good Humour, force them- 
ſelves into a ſullen Temper ; they are true Friends 
and merry Companions abroad, but very ill Hus- 
hands at Home, and make it their Buſineſs to ap- 
pear Good to every Body but their own Wives. 
Loew. And muſt I careſs ſuch an Ow! ? Muſt 1 
humour ſuch a,Fop in every thing? Muſt I obey a 
Fool, who cannot command his Pathons, and thinks 
2 Wife was given him as the 

Brutes of the Creation; only to Enter Clerimont, 
ſerve him? No help me Reaſon, who ſtands between 
and neither Clerimont, nor any Lovewit unſeen. 
Man living ſhall ever boaſt of 
„„ 

Cler. Why ſo Angry, Madam? What, a Phi- 
loſopher, and Paſſionate? 92711 0 

Lovew. Were Ias angry as you . Sir, I 
could perhaps, find Reaſons to juſtify my Reſent- 
ment; a Heart unfaithful and inconſtant, is a 
Monſter in Love, as well as Morality. 

Cler, Can you call that Infidelity, Madam, which 
was occaſion'd by your Slights? *Tis true, the 
Sacrifice you diſdain d, I have ſince offer'd to ano- 
ther, but {till *tis not I forſook you, tis you diſ- 
mils me... e 9 fad go bows 

Lovew. If I deferr'd to Crown your Wiſhes, 
'twas only becauſe you were not indifferent to 


me:; 


* 
1 hoped Time would have improved your 
3 to the — and Perfection of mine, but 
but your Theughts, I find, cannot keep them- 
ſelves free from the filthy Commerce of the Fleſh, 
nor your Soul reliſh the raviſhing Pleaſures of 
the Union of Two Hearts, when the Body, that 
Nauſcous naſty Thing, does not come in tor A 
a Cler. It is my Misfortune, Madam to de ſenſttile 
that Ihave a Body as we Il 254 Son 4 5 
Love is a Piece of Philoſophy too high for m 
-comprehend, and my Senſes ſtick a little too eite 
to me, to leave it in my Power to ſhake em off 
TLovew. Oh! what a ſtrange fort of Love you 
Men are for ! Surely twas en nd for Brutes on- 
ly, Creatures inſpir d by a Soul Divine ſhquld 2 
thinks, raiſe themſelves higher, and not 
the ſweet and fruitful Imagination of Plealufe to 
be filthily drown'din a unpure and beaftly En- 
ment. 
Toy "Cer: Platonick- Love, Madam, does not agree 
with my Conſtitutien; my Bedy i is a Rebel, and 
will not always be ſubject to the Empire of 
the Mind, I cannot help 
lovew. Well then, nee 150 15 no other Way, 
ſince your Brutiſh Sentiments mnſt carry it a- 
gainſt the Purity of my Reaſons, ſince none but 
Carnal Fetters will bind you, endeavour to get my 
Mathers Conſent, III try if 1 can prevail with my 
Phi 7 
Cler. No, Madam, it is now too late, bad this 
kind Intention of yours —— 
Catch, I told you as much, dear Niece, "but you 
would not believe me. 
Cler. My Heart Madam, is tio more in my Tower. 
Cateb. I —— that well enough. . 
evew. 


1 $5 } 


Lovew. If your Heart, Sir, is not in yourPower, mine 
is, and I had rather pierce it, than throw it away 
on one, who does not underitand the Value of it. 


-Catch- Poor Niece! ſhe might have ſaved her 
ſelf all this fretting I pity the Child with 
all my Heart Come, Clerimont, the Time of 
Ceremony is now over, you may {peak more freely, 
I give you leave, | | 


Cler. Speak, Madam] I have nothing to ſay 
but only, that I muſt take my leave ot you,, I 
have à little Buſineſs with Sir Maurice within. 
Catch. I ſee you are an exact Lover, afraid of 
breaking any of your Miſtreſs's Commands: Tis 
true, I forbid you this Morning to Expreſs your 
ſelf too paſſionately, but your MoZeſty Conquers 
me: Speak your Heart; do, I will not be Angry. 

Cler. I vow, Madam; all your Words are Riddles 
to me. | : 

Catch, Nay Clerimont, can you think me 1 
to that Degree, as not to diſcern your Paſſion for 
me ʒ believe me, there can be no Shame in Adoring 
ſuch Beauty as mine; you are not the firſt by a 
thouſand that has counted it an Honour to die for 


this Face. „„ 
Cler. Why all this Fuſtian to me Madam? Lam 
neitheir blind, nor ready to be begg d for a Fool. 
Catch. I ſee you are a 8 to give 
you the greateſt Inſtance of my Condeſcenſion 
that ever Mortal boaſted of, I will ſave you the 
Ceremony of a Declaration, and take it for gran- 
ted, that you die for me; is it not ſo, Clerimont ? 
Cler. I proteſt, Madam, I know nothing of it 


How ſhall I get rid of this Devil? LAſide. 
Well, am, ſince nothing elſe will ſatisfie 
vou 
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LL. Eo. | 
Fou, and a Declaration you muſt have, give me 
Lime till to Mortow,-and I'll defire no more. © 
Catch. Afide] This is Formality, I'm ſure. meer 
Formality, nothing elſe. I know He muſt come 
to it at laſt, whether he will or no But come 
ſo far I muſt gratify a Lover. Adieu, Clerimont ; 
dear Clerimont, adieu till to Morrow; I mean, if 
you can live till tgeen. © | Ex: 
Clerimont. | Solus.] Surely angry Heaven coul 

not have plagued Mankind with a greater Curſe, 
than theſe fauning, greedy, preying Catchats of 
our Age, Fond, and Libidinous Monfters,who Proud 
when Young, turn Wanton in their Decline; 
and Nature now revenging her ſelf upon em, they 
are at laſt devoured by that Fire they refuſed 
to quench before. But I muſt in, leſt the Fool 
comes, and ſurprizes me before I have ſeen my 
Angel. EE | SIS hg 


Enter Mariana to Clerimont as be 3s going in. 


Cler. O Charming Mariana! you are as welcome 
to me, as the Sun toa Traveller after a Storm; 
I have been ſet upon by Two loving, perſecuting 
Devils, who, without any Mercy, would have 

robbed you of my Heart, but I'll defend it for you, 
as long as it affords me Life to do it. | 
Mar. I truſt too much to your Honour and 
Conſtancy to fear any Rival; but there is a more 

dangerous Enemy alarms my Love, my Mother- 
in-Lay, who, like a Fury, was juſt now haunting 
Sir Maurice, to fret and torment him into Com- 
pliance, MOVERS | ö 

Qer. As you truſt to my Conſtancy, fair Mariana, 
truſt allo to my Care and Diligence, the witty Wife 


mall not hector long, the Plot is ripe, and the 
| | faithful 
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your Note. TAIT S BUTTS ON 10 QT! 
Cler Türk rie or de Make our ſelves ſport 
with the Cambridge NinnF;” and to remove the 


Brute er on for once the Vizor of a4 Coquet and 
you ſhall f NE Ne p play. KI n 
Mar Wet" it 80. 461 fechle Clelimont to why 
Wiſhes, I could neve& Have een d Wun my ſelf 
to befth e Nin d ® 6 Wegen Look on Ms 
Rival amt wor 'r 1510 no doo K 
Cler. I is is the only tine Madam I. ſha erer 
ask you fo Hiſſemble. 7 altiged A SHR n 
4 4 Then let him. ame when he bin Pl 
play the feſſht for once f and While I throw u 
tond” Sp pen him, direct my Intenritn to 
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Cl, Buy her comes the Boohy — * 9 5 
p ol Jon 108 n VS len 
Enter Witleſs, who aff: bake" Jules, en 
1 * - blwſelf" between Clerimont ad Mariann. 216 4 
J tort Inland 2G nen ese. 
Cler. Feu: ſee, Sit, T. atm here before band win 
ou; but, I vow my waiting for you did not Axa 
fee! redjok bak me Mrs — reg Hans 
at the t e inefsgtliat 
ſhe could not bert telling me a thouſand pretry 
things afther Love, or Boaſtivig pleaſantlyyhbw 
ble 64 ſhe ſhoyld ſoon be in 2 Tibsband > 1007 
_VitliPerh ps 162 © {Lboki ing grum upd bir, 
Mar What; you a Lover] Sr; and long from! 
our Miſtreſs? | £18 BOY ler wort Sr 
Pitl. Softly; ſoftly, Madaurt C Ter: oP 
comes on rarely. T9111 
"Cher. Did not Ltell you, Sir ? 


E. ebuple, I Trap 75 1 „ bid me rk doubt 


Mar. 
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Mar. to Cler. Oh! *tis all in vain, I love none 


but you, and none bp WA T Lever have- 
| Wil. itl. Stop there, ſays Tim, I'll take care of that 
Miſs, the itleſfe es Mall neyer Reproach me for 
bringing Infamy into their Honourable Family 
Mar. "Mar. Cilaking-s if Jos were erying.3:Oh I fn 
hold no longer, you are too barbarous, _ Tygets ar 
not more Unnatural tha mare.) yn 
Cler. to Vitl. Why fo Tevere upon the Ledy, 
Sir? — - am forry now; T was the ocean: 
this, I proteſt I am. 
Vitl. Let her cry, what's that to me? Leciinee 
Mafter, Marcus Tullins' Hudibras ſays, that-Wo- 
men s Tears are like nn B, ſhed only; te 


ity Fools into Rui Th 
cthinks the tenderneſs of the 


Cler, But, Sir, 
Sen 
1 Sweet Mr. bs Ges: Tot her blubber ont 
her Venom. Did you never hear the ſaying of the 
Wiſe : Man in Nutareh; When _—y fall a {narling; 
Serpents a Hiſſing, and Women rying the Eirſſ 
means to bite, the Second to Ming, and: the ee 
to deceive? nut 1 

Mar. Sir, e me an Injury. 0 

Vitl. Il take care, Mis. Lori, hs Fr ro- 
nel ſhall do me none. 

Mar. But won't you Na Mr. Gtleſs 2. 

iti. Hear you! no ==> Ill have nothing to 
do with you, my Soul abhors you. Ear πẽ “ù co. 
queting, cheating, — cozenung | Flirt, fare- 
wel to you for erer. Exit. 

Mar. And farewel to you, my dear Fool 

Cler. You have acted your Part to 8 Miracle, the 
Coxcomb ſeems to be pretty well cured of. his 
Love; however, for fear of a Relapſe, III En- 
courage honeſt Trap to 55 on in his Projects. 
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Enter. Sir Maut ibe ce dif, ad ina Fright. N 


RES 10 3180 461 1 „ 

850 ar, On!] are you there? — 4 

CI" Well, Sir, have your Ar ed prevailed ? 
Mop 1 Hatter my felt with t e eee your 

Sir 7 Maur. Oh . my Wife is a Devil, a very 
Devil, Sir; ſhe uſes Magick on my Conſcience, it 
cannot be otherwiſe when I am from her, no Man 
has more Courage than I, I feel im Itelf full of 
Spirit and Reſolution, but L am no fooner got to 
her again, but three of her Words, like 2 Spell, 
turn me into a Coward; I tried but juſt now, and 
as ſhe ſpoke, I proteſt methouglit, Ii heard Hell 
roaring, T fan away for fer. 

Cler, This Devil * be reſiſted, Sin if you 
would. 

lar. 0 Zeus Sir! ! 7 7 8 give over? 
Will you leave Vour Jane: r ex poſed 
thus to . 

Sir Maur. What ald You have me flo? Tou 
would not have me encounter Hell ſurely, would 
Jou? O Citizens, Citizens! how much better for 
2 Wife is a quiet Fool, than a witty Scold! | Fer- 
ceiving Lady M. coming out, ſtarts on a' ſudden. | 
Alack, alack, the Storm is a coming Do 
you but ſtand in that ef "mw yu 4 {ee hoy me 
| yy the Devil. F £10708 


© Enter Lady Meanvell, ds Lucy: 


Lach M. Be gone, Trapes, be gone, and be ne- 
ver ſodaring, astoſhew your Face in my Houſe again. 
Sin Maur. Alack, alack ! ſhe is come to conjure, 
T ber a Devil before me: — I 


Mar. 


(1. 
Mar. What's the matter now, Lacy? 
"Tanks You may ask my Lady, for ſhe turns n me 
away, and will not tell me why. 

Sir. Maur. Come, my dear Angel, my Paradiſe, 
don t be ſo ſevere to Mariana $ Maid, the 1 is a good 
Servant, you know ). 

Lady M. How now, Solomen oof the City, will 
you offer to take her part? 

Sir Maur. Oh Lord not at Ah, my Dear, 1 
only ask what it is ſne has done. 8 

Lady M. What? Am I then to give Reaſons bor 
what I do? | 

Sir Maur. I do not ſay you are, my jewel. 
Lady M. I will not be contradicted, Sir Mawriar, 
you know it well enough. 


Sir Maur. I find it fo, my Honey- fukle but if 


you love me, let me hear what's her Fault; hasſhe 


by. chance broke ſome of your fine china, I can 
buy more for you, 
Lady M. What A P »1tiful Fancy is there, as if ſo 
trivial a thing coul. diſcompoſe my Morals. 
Sir Maur. Then tis ſomething of great Moment 
I ſee, has ſhe ſtolen ſome of your Plate? 
Lady M. That were but a Trifle. 
Sie . Oh ! Oh ! Mrs . have you plaid 
the Ne and pawned her Jewels ? 
Lady M. A great deal worſe ſtill. 


Sir . Worſe ſtill, ſay you? Then ſhe has 


defiled my Houſe, it muſt be 100 Oh the Baggage 
Lady M. All this were nothing in comparilon off 
that horrid, ſcandalous, and exorbitant Offence ſhe 
is guilty of; hear it, Sir Maurice, ſince you have 
fach a Mind to it, and excuſe her if you can with 
an Impudence beyond Example, -and a ſhew ;of 
. — that cannot be paralleF'd in Hiſtory; ſhe 
* Juſt now the ill Manners to r in my * 
| | That 


62 ] 
That Gig chewniched — 4 — good a 
oct, as meompara Mag got Jingle. 
Kir Maur. And is this all? The tm: be thank'd; 
Þthonght ſhe had at Kant ſet my Houſe on Fire, or 
taviſhd my Butler. 

Lady M. What's this mi ht under now? 152 
Crime of this Nature a flig kt Matter think you? 

Mar. With — — to the Wits, Madam, I 
do not conceive ſuch a Fault as this is puniſh- 
able by the Laws of Exgland; beſides, I never 
knew before, that my Maid was hired to admire 
Sir Maggot Fingle. 

Lady M, How now, little Maſhroom J Are: you 
one of her "Advocates too? I ſhall indeed mind 
T_ pretty Reaſons. 

Lovew. Tou want Your faithful Contidant, 


| Siſter. Mun 
Mar. I hope there wil beno need of a Confidant 


toon. 

Lad M. I. underſtand our Metin, pretty 
M iſs, but your Buſineſs is done, I can aſſure you, 
— Sir Maurice, expect Sir Timothy here this 
— to ſeal the Writings, be you in the Way 

o Mariana] And you that have have hi- 

therto controul'd my Will, ſhew your ſelf refracto· 
ry now if you dare. 

Mar. My Father's Commands wall ever be a 

eam Law to me. 

Tay u. Then you're to learn: Mrs. Lackwit, 

that it muſt be my Husband's Will, fince it is my 
Pleaſure: Hold your impertinent Tongue, I lay; 
Fam weary of your Nonſenſe Sir Maurice 
Vilin, and give Orders for the Wedding, as I ſhall 
think fit in my Wiſdom —— Lo Lovewit)]' You 
Daughter, ſend: immediately t to Mr. Engrofſs not to 


| Ar at the Hour” ond TExit Lady M. 
Lovew. 


"9 1 It 

Lovew. I am ferry, Siſter, Fortune proves ſo 
croſs to your Wiſhes ; this World is full ot Diſap · 
pointments, 1 1 Ade \ | Me xĩt Love. 


Sir Maur. CTo.Clerimont coming from the Curner 
where he flood liſtening | Now you lee it very pla 


I hope, that ſhe is a Witch, my Heart tremblad 
every Word ſhe ſpoke. What do.ye think on't ? tell 
me freely, is ſhe not an Enchantreſs ? A Pex of a 
Philoſopher for a Wite, who the Devil would marty 
a Wit. Ute lo, 3604 i; ot oanget. aur. a6 
Cler. Tis more her Noiſe than her Wit keeps 
ou in Awe, Sir z raiſe but your Voice Inder tian 
hers when ſhe offers to ſpeak, and youll -filence 
her, T warrant you. 0 85 * 


Mar. [Kneeling] Oh, dear Sir! on my Knees, let 
me intxeat you, do not abandon me to her unrea- 
ſonable Humour, make Uſe of your Power, you 
may do it, tis nothing but Goodneſs, too much 
Goodneſs in you makes her thus Haughty and 


. 3 r 
Lucy. I vow. Sir, all the Neighbourhood cries 
out Shame upon you. 7 
Sir Maur. I am as deſirous to have her Will 
oppoled in this as any of You can be; but what 
can Ido? How ſhall Ideal with a Devil, that can 
at her Pleaſure, ſend. a Legion of Evil Spirits to 


tak # 


haunt and tear me a-Pieces. 

Cler. With all her Spells, and Magick Art, Sit, 
take my Word, your Lady can raile but one EVI 
Spirit, and that's her o.] n; but if you date to 
tions, we'll conquer that Evil Spirit I warrant 
S oon 4 0 1 1189 81 
Mar. Once more, good Sir, try what you can 
do, the Happineſs of your on Child depends 
upon it — take Pity of my Love. 

„ 7 © Lucy, 


put on a good Reſolution, and follow my Dirtc- 
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both a Fool and a Coward. 


2 
[ 64 ] 
© Lucy. Cote, Sir, pluck up a Cottage, ſtand ups 
on xour Prerogative. | 
Air Maur. Cocks. his Hat. 2. well — If youll | 
ſecond me, Tl in, 1050 let her W who: 1s I. 


1 Cler. Wen nl. 
Sir Maur. Tell her that none « aght to » Rule in 
my Family but 1 ys 
Cler. Vigorouſly Pele F 2 5 8 
Sir Maur. Declare to her that you yar'y be uy” 
Son in Law, and no body elſe. 
Cler. Kindly and Ravel, WW c 
Sir Aaaur. And that if ne offers to v. | 
me, III ſhut her up. WB 
Lucy. In Bedlam, I hop e. . 8 
- Sir Man, Come then, follow x me e All, 118 155 fure 5 
to ſtand by fie. 20 eee en 
Aer. Don: t you fear it, sir. 2 55 Ereunt. G 
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SCENE Changes to Sir Timodby” 5 Lua. 7 


„Aten Tray! and Huf: e . 
e Abe Fifty Pounds 1s FR Sur 
a and the Task but eaſte, for the Man is 

Huff. Honeſt Fack, let me alone Eich him; vou 
know Ed hang my own Father for half the _ 
but where's the Woman? 

- Trap, Oh! Leave that part tot me; I'll produce 
her in good Time — But here comes the 
Property, put on your c Bloody Looks. CEnter Wit. 
LEP: 165 eeing bis Maſter coming, alters the Tone of bis 


Voice I'II tell you, Sir, 252 Maſter i is a Man of 


Honour. 


ER, . 

Buß With all my Heart, Sir. 

Trap. A Man of Courage, Sir. 
Huff. All the better, Sir, all the better. | 

Trap. That has learnt to fence a whole Week 
and ſhewn his Valour againſt the boldeſt Prentices 
in Cambridge. 1 
Huff. Draw and thruſts at Random, making as if 
be did not ſes Witleſs, who ſneaks behind Trap | His 
Valour! B'oo and Thunder! Let me ſee him. 
Oons would I had him here — There, at his 
Heart There, under his ſecond Rib; 
Curſe on the ill Luck, I han't kill'd a Man thele 
three Days, and my Arm grows {tiff for want 
ot Exerciſe. IJ ee | | 

Trap. Pray Sir, Good Sir, be not fo furious if 
you can help it; My Maſter 18 a Gentleman 
underſtands Reaſon as well as any Body; He'll 
give you all the Satisfaction you can defire, 
Im ſure; but pray put up, Sir, put up, let me in- 


treat you. 


Huff. ¶ Puts up his Sword. Well, Sir, Let's hear 
what tis you have to lay ? 

Trap. I ſay, Sir, That this Gentleman here is 
my Maſter, and can give you the beſt Anſwer. 
Huff. Humh, Sir, are you the Man they call 
Mr. Vitleſs? | 2 2 | 

Witleſs. At your Service, good Sir, Honourable 
N 1 
Huff. Service ! Blood and Thunder! Tis Juſtice 
Ill have, and no Service. 2 2 . 

Trap. Pray, dir, Moderate your Paſſion. 

H. Impertinent Varlet! hold thy peace, I 
charge you Jo Witleſs | To be plain Sir, 
this Is my buſineſs with you; You have diſhonoured 
my Family, and I muſt have your Blood for 5 

| | K | it bo 


9 


1 

Witleſt. I Sir! I proteft I do not know you! I beg 
your pardon ! ——- Alas, alas, Jack | 

Huff. Not know me; Blood and Thunder! per- 
haps fo: but you know a Relation of mine, and 
with a Pox to you, you have known her to good 
purpole. | DTT | 
Pitl. Trap, Dear Trap: what's this ? Can you gueſs 
what it is the Gentleman means? 
. Trap. Not I, by Ferico; I am thinking all this 
while, what can be the Meaning of all this ſtuff. 
Huff. Blood and Thunder! What muſt you 
Rand their asking one another Queſtions; I tell 
you Sir, there are two Ways and no more, either 
you muſt Marry my Cozen, whom you have after a 
moſtFelonious manner impregnated, or elſe give me 
leave to cut your Throat preſently. | 

Witleſs. O Sweet Sir, | Gracious Sir, look upon 
me; I am not the Man you take me Dr.. 
- Huff. Blood and Thunder! don't you think I'll 
be put off with a Story; I'll have every drop 
of thy Blood before I' ſuffer mine to be ain d: | 
Here is a Paper you muſt Sign, or by Lucifer 
the next Word you ſpeak, for a denial, I'11 
make the whole Firmament ſhine through your 

Wer [ Witleſs reads the Paper. 

Pap. But kind honey Sir, is there no way to 
accomodate ——  _ 

Hil . What more Queſtions, you Pragmatical 
Dog, I'll order you. 

Trap. I mean no harm to you Good Sir, but 
methinks@— — . = 

Huff. Impudent Sycophant, I'll nail thy prating 
Tongue to the Wall. . 
Vitl. Good ſweet obliging Sir, may I ſpeak two 
Words with my Man. 


* 


Huff. Be ſhort, Rot you be ſhort. 


* 


Witl. 


[ 67 J 


wil. l To Trap afide.] Look ye Fack, this feurvy 
Paper 1s nothiug leſs than a — Marriage 


in Blank; for aught I know I may be Married 
one of theſe, days to ſome filthy Succubus; He 
threatens to Kill me if I don't Sign it ; what muſt 
I do Fack, Speak, what muſt Ido? 
Trap. Do? That's a pretty Queſtion indeed; 


Rather dye a thouſand times and more; than 


conſent to ſuch Infamy ; This is ſome Impudent 
trick 1 Warrant it, the huffing Raſcal has ſome 
Strumpet or other whom he has a mind to put off; 
Fight it out for ſhame [ Draws] I'll ſtand by 


you Sir. 


Witl. ¶ Draws, gets behind Trap and thruſis over 


his Shoulder. | Then Trap be ſtout; Come, yau 
Blood and Thunder, here is my Anſwer tor y ou. 
Huff. Are you for that ſport then? Have at 
Ou. | | | 
nden O n a hho”: 
Trap. L Tbruſts. ] Don't you fear Sir, ſpare him 
not — At his Heart directly if you can. 
Huff. You Pander, ſtand off, or by the Bloody 
Bones of Dagon, this Steal ſhall make it ſelt a pal: 
ſage to his Heart through yours. | 
Trap. 1 Scorn your Words Sir, I'll dye upon the 
ſpot, rather than for ſake my good Maſter; Thruſt on 
Sir, Thruſt on, we'll Swinge him | warrant you. 
Huff. Then Villain, take this Trap falls as if 
[ To Witleſs] Now for you Sir. be were Wound d. 
Vitleſs. | On his Knees. ] Oh Sir! Valiant Sir, 
t up I beſeech you, I'll doany Thing, I'll ſign any 
per. III Marry any Body. Ob | 
Huff. | am very glad, Sir, to fee you come to 
reaſon, for 1 have a great Eſteem for you, and 
*twould have gone againſt my Heart, I vo, to 
kill a Gentlemen who is 1 be my near — ; 
| 2 | ere 
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here is the Paper, Sir, be ple 6 to ſet your Hand 
to it, I love to be Civil. | 

9 7 1 Ay Sir, But if the Lady — 
Huf. Blood and Thunder What more reaſoning 


yet- 
WW itl. Oh! No Sir, give me, give me 
T Witleſs ſigns the Paper, and gives it to "Huff 
T here Sir- Alas, alas! 


Huff. Now dear Cozen Witleſs, your moſt hum 


ble Servant; J eſteem my ſelt very happy! in the 
Honour of your Alliance. CExit. 

Witl. Pox of his Honour, — By the Univerſity 
I'm in a fine Pickle, bound to Marry a Witch for 
eught Jan tell; and my Honeſt, my Faithful, my 
Fighting Trap Murdered. 

Trap. L Lifting bis Head. ] Bleſs me, „Sir, is the 
Man gone ? | 

Vitl. Oh Fortune! Trap alive ? 

Trap. [Riſes.] Ay Alive, and Unhurt, T hope. 

Witl. How ! Unhurt, Jack; Did not | ſee you. all 
Dead upon the place ? 

Trap. No, on my Word, Sir, twas only a cer- 
tain. Giddineſs takes me at the ſight of a Naked 
Sword ; tis an infirmity I had from my Youth. 
Pitl. Pray feel Jack if l am Wounded , | may be 

Killed for aught I know. | 
Trap. Nay you are in the Right, for' in the heat 
of Fi hting tis ſeldom Wounds are felt, can you 
Whiſtle, let's hear. [Witleſs whiſtles in a 
That's well Sir No let me ſee ridiculous manner. 
you Jump three times for the | Tumps three times. 
three Kingdoms. Oh rare! I warrant you Li- 
ving, and as ſound as a Roach; but pray now, 
what have you done about the Paper, the Curſed 


2 
Witl. 


oo LO 
Pitl. Oh! The Villain made me ſet my Hand 
to it; I thought, Jack, twas better doing 1o, than 

| be butchered by that Turk, and Infidel ; His ve- 
ry Looks are enough to fright one out of one's Life, 
I vow as he ſtood thruſting at us, methought I 
ſaw Death and Maſſacre peeping out of the Cor- 
ners of his Eyes; but Ill be even with him, I 
warrant him, for before Sir Timothy can hear of 


this, I'll to my Uncle in the Temple, and hang 


the Rogue. pe 6-5 

Trap. Pray while his Hand is in, let him diſ- 
patch the Lady in Blank too, for if the Jade be 
once hanged, no Law in England can oblige you to 


marry her. . 3 
Wil. Well conſidered Faith; follow me Fack 
and let's loſe no Time. | Exit. 


Trap. By no means Sir. 


Hanging will fail Tknow, but I decree, 
The Marriage-Knot ſhall more ſucceſsful be 
And of theſe Two the Deſtinies have told, 
No Matter which, ſo Either of em hold. 


CE OOTY TIT 


Sir Maurice's Houſe. 

Sir Timothy Witleſs, and Towng Witleſs. 
#:tl JI UT, Sir, a Coquet, a French Coquet, the 
| Word frights me; She'll have too much 


Mettle for me : I ſhall be a Cuckold by the Uni- 
verſity I ſhall. Str 
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Sir Tim, I have known your. Miſtreſs from a 
Child, Tim, and I am ſatisfied with my Choice x: 
take this from me, Young Man, there is more In- 
nocency in that brisk, pleaſant, and free Humour 
of hers, than in the ſullen, rigid, and ſevere em - 
per of many of her Sex, Who thinking their 
Character ſecures em even from the Suſpicion o 
Vice, blind and deceive the World with a fal 
Appearance of Virtue, only 5 — their Under. 
game the more ſecurely. „ Pooh 
- Witl. But, Sir, is there no certain Compaſs for 
a Man to ſteer by upon the ſtormy Sea of Matri- 
mony, without ſplitting againſt the Rock of 
 Cuckoldom ? e 5 
Sir Tim. There is no certain Rule for it, Tim ; 
however, let me give you this Advice, Love your 
Wife heartily and ſincerely, be Kind and Faithful 
to her, and do not ſtarve her Longings: This is 
the beſt Rule I know to keep her honeſt. | 
Pitl. *Dslite! muſt a Husband then be bound to 
his good Behaviour? rn 
Sir Tim, Yes certainly 3 for tis the moſt unac- 
countable Thing in the World for a Man to com- 
plain that his Wife is not Virtuous, to whom he 
gives the worft Example for Vice; her Diſſoyalty 
cannot be juſtified that's true; but ſtill his Anger 
is Unreaſonable. Look to your ſelf Tim when you 
come to be Married, for o my Conſcience tis a 
dangerous Thing to provoke a Wife, who has al- 
ways a Revenge at hanc. 
Witl. But, Sir, I may be kind tomy Wife, and 
yet a Cuckold, what:then? n 
Sir Tim. Oh! In that caſe Boy, you muſt, like 
a Wiſe Alderman, put your Hands into your Pockets 
and Whiſtle. | 
W:tl, Zookers ! and is this all? 


Sr 


* 
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Sir Tim, No Tim, there is ſtill this Comfort left 
you, that the Horners of the Town make fome 
| Conſcience of their Way, and are not quite (6 bad 
as Thieves and Robbers, who plunder and go away 
with all; No, the Gentlemen are mannerly, I 
muſt {ay that tor em, for if they by chance break 
in, they take but juſt as much as will ferve their 
Turn, and always leave enough for a Man. 

Witl. Mercy, Sir | commend me to good Breeding; 
but ſtill my Honour Sir, my Honour: can your 
mannerly Gentlemen take it away by Bits and 
Halves too. | | N 

Sir Tim. Honour Boy is but the Vulgar Error of 
Jealouſie, or the Bugbear of a Sick Fancy; make 
no noiſe Tim and all may be well, for to my Know- 
ledge many Men go for Cuckolds in the World, 
who are not really ſo, and many are deeply ſo, who 
have not the Reputation of it. — But here 
come the Ladies. 5 


Enter Lady Meanwell, Catchat, Lovewit, and En- 
2 groſs, with Writings. | 
Lover. Come Mr. Engroſe, you muſt change 
your rude and barbarous Stile, and put theſe Ar- 
ticles of Marriage into more Rhetorical Language; 
try if you can flouriſh them a little with a few 
Paſſages out of P:rtheniſſa, Grand Cyrus, or ſo. 
Engroſs. Our Stile, Madam, is like the Laws of 
the Medes and Perfians, unalterable. 
Catch. Your Cuſtom is a ſtrange Tyrant ſure, 
methinks you might at leaſt be ſo Gentile, as to 
_ after the Roman manner, by Ides and Ca- 
lends; 255 = " 
 Engroſs. This is a Contract between Engliſh Par- 
ties, and no Romans, Madam, You confound me. ; 
| Catch, 


2 
— . 
Catch. But for all you Mr. Engroſs, when 1 
- Marry, which I know will be ſoon now, I'll have 
all my Writings drawn in Hieroglyphicks, and 
ſome Egyptian Prieſt, or Brachman of India to per- 
3 form the Office. ö ho „ RPA 
Engroſs. Faith, Lady, thoſe Gentlemen live a 
great Way off, and if you ſtay for aHusband,till their 
Arrival, your Virginity will deſerve a Place in 
the Oxford Muſeum, among the Pieces. of An- 
tiquity. * pots yin ft ih 


Enter Sir Maurice, Clerimont, and Mariana. 


Cler. | To Sir Maur. ] Remember, Sir, that your 
Wite is but a Woman, a meer Woman, and no 
Devil, no Enchantreſs. 4 Vets 2129] 

Sir Maur. I'll order her, I warrant you, do but 
obſerve me. 2: A Wen > 14" owed 

Maria. Conſider, Dear Sir, I am undone if ſhe 
prevails. 

Sir Maur. Don't you fear it, Child. | 

Lovew. [15 Catch. ] I cannot but admire at my 

Siſter's fancy; that ſhe ſhould bring in Clerimont, 
to be a Witneſs of his Rival's Triumph. _ 
Catch. You are miſtaken ſtill in Cleri mont, Niece, 
he is carrying on another Intrigue than People 
imagine; I fay little, but the thing will ſoon come 
out. | 
Lady. M. Are you ready Mr. Engroſs ? 
Engroſs. T want only the Names of the Parties; 
which is the Bride prayp᷑? . 
Lady M. Here Sir, my Daughter-in-Law. 
Sir Maur. Very well her Name is Mariana, Sir, 
CEngrols writes, 
Engroſs. Now for the Bridegroom. - 
. Lady M. Here's the Gentlemen, Sir, Mr. Timothy 
Witleſs. 9 | Sir 
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Sir Maur. And I ſay here's the Gentleman, Sir, 
Mr. Charles Clerimont. „ 

 £ngroſs. Hey day! Two Husbands to one Wife, 
that's more than the Law ellows, though perhaps 

no more than a Woman could very well diſpenſe 
withal. RN == n 

Lady M. L To Engroſs. ] Why do you regard 
what other People ſay, Mr. Engroſs* | 
ir. Maur. To Engroſs\ Did I not Name Cleri- 
mont to you? what niakes you ſtare? _ | 
 Engrojſs. Uddsbud! agree among your ſel ves if 
you will, I'll go no further elſe. 1 
Mitl. Laſide. What a Pox, my Dancing Maſter 

my Rival; Old Sir Maurice lure, has a mind to 
make himſelf merry with him. 


Enter Trap, who takes Sir Timothy aſide. 


Trap. There's a Lady and a Gentleman below, 
Sir, have earneſt buſine's with you. 
Sir Tim. Surely thou art mad, couldſt not thou 
tell em I was abroad. 
Trap. Oh Sir! You never ſaw ſuch a Man in 
our Life, I'm ſure ; I told him a theuſand times 
at leaſt, that you were here about buſineſs of great 
Importance; but he very rudely clap'd a 
Piſtol to my Breaſt, and Swore I was a dead Man, 
if l did not bring him to you immediately. 
Sir Tim. What can this mighty buſineſs be? 
With Sir Maurice's leave bring em in. 5 
Sir Maur. [To Engroſs.| Come make an end, 
Mr. Engrofs, do as I bid you, for I have paſt my 
Word, and won't be an Als, 2 | 
- [Sir Timothy walks about the Door Huff 
and th: Lady are to come in at. 


. Lady MA. 


— —„xVx ered een 


—ĩ 

Lady Af. And ſo have I, Sir Maurice, and I won't 
be a Goole, hut ſince there is no remedy, and my 
will I muſt have in ſpite of your Teeth, my 
Daughter here ſhall diſengage your Word, the 
Gentleman, if he knows how to value Wit, will 
thank me ſure for this Piece of Condeſcenſion. 

Cler. Your Daughter, Madam, may be a Mi- 
racle of Wit and Beauty, but ſtill I cannot but 
glory in owning to you, that I had rather dye 
a thouſand times than renounce my Love. | 
- Catch. \ aſide. | They might have propoſed one 
him, I know, would have been more accepta- 

E. | ; 

Lovew. [To Cler. J There was no need for you, 
Sir, to put your ſelf to the Expence of {o fiery a 
proteſtation; I am not in ſo deſperate a condition 
yet, as to rob my Siſter of her few Admirers. 

Cler. I ſhall never deſire, Madam, to put you to 
the tryal. | = 
Enter Huff and Lucy diſguiſed like a great bellyd 

Woman, Sir Tim. and Huff ſeem to argue very 

hotly at the Entrance. 


Huff. CBreaks from Sir Timothy, and comes to- 
wards the Company.] An Impoſtor! Blood and 
Thunder! I an Impoſtor! We ſhall try that, by 
Lucifer weſhall. Bl 

Sir Maur. Pray, Sir, what's the matter? why in 
ſuch a Paihon ? 8 8 

Huff. | blowing. | Sir T beg your pardon, I beg 
your pardon ; You»iook like a Gentleman, and 
though a Stranger to me I'll not {cruple to 
make you a Judge between Sir Timothy, and this 
diſconſolate Lady: Let me but compoſe -xA 
| x 


HL. 
ſelf a little, for his [Yhile Huff is ſpeaking, 
rudeneſs has ſtrange Lacy falls a bugging and 
Iy diſordered me. careſing Witleſs. 
Lucy. O ſweet Honey! Cream of my Joys, have 
J found thee at laſt, I muſt Hugg thee ; I muſt 
Buſs thee till my Lips ake. | 
Witl. Away, Satan, away; I know thee not. 
Lucy, O dear pretty ſmiling Rogue, how I Love 


thee! How Charmingly thou lookeſt; I vow thou 


wert unkind not to write to me, I muſt Kiſs thee 
for that too. 


Witl, By the Univerſity, the Women of this 


Town are as hot as Hell-Fire. | 
- Huff. (To Sir Maurice.) I ſhall not trouble you, 
Sir, with a long Story; the Gentlewoman you ſee 
here, is a near Relation of mine, who lived in 
Cambridge ; She always had the reputation of as 
Modeſt and Virtuous a Lady as ever the Town 
bred, but her Eyes having the fatal Luck to boyl 
Mr. Witleſs's Blood into a- Ferment, the young 
Gentleman would never. be ſatisfied without a 
full Enjoyment of her Uufortunate Body: She 
held out a great while, the poor Creature, but the 
Devil being Powerful, and Female Fleſh, Frail 
and Willing, ſhe was forced to Capitulate, and 
ſurrender the Fort of her Honour upon Articles, 
to be ſhort Sir, he gave her a promiſe of Marriage: 
Now hearing he was to be Married to ano- 
ther, I made bold to intrude my ſelf, the buſineſs 


being of ſuch conſequence, as will I hope Apologize / 


for the freedom. 3 
Witl. aſide to Sir Timothy. ] I aſſure you Sir. tis 


an Impudent Lie, the fellow has told, examine 
Ints the buſineſs a little, and you ſhall ſee. 
Sir Maur. [To Huff.) Oddſnig! There was no 


need, Sir of Apologie for your coming; yon are 
L 2 ; moſt 
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moſt welcome, I promiſe you, make the moſt you 
can of your Puſineſss. 5 

Sir Tim. [To Huff. ] Sir. may I ſpeak two words 
with yon? N „„ 
Huff. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. . 
Sir. Tim. You talk of a Promiie of Marriage 
under my Son's Hand, where is that Promite, pray, 
where is it? oe 
Huff. Not far Sir —— [To Lucy.] Come Cofin, 
produce your Title to Mr. Vitleſs his Body. 
Lucy. J have two Sir, — [Pulls ont a Paper 
which ſhe gives to Sir Tim.J There is one of em. 
— Ihe other is forth coming. 2, 
Sir Tim. CShewing the Paper to Witl.] Tim. is 
this your Hand? Look? | | | 
Pitl. Yes, Sir, ſo far T own. 
5 oo [ir Tim reads to bimſelf. 
Sir Maur. Sdlife ! What will come of this pretty 
Story, there would be a Wonder now, Ladies, Thoutd 
a Scholar prove a Fornicator like other Men. 
Sir Tim. Oh the filthy Monſter ! Is this your 
Cambridge Breeding with a Pox ? 
Witl. I proteſt Sir, IJ am innocent, I never lay 
with a Woman in my Life —— but twice 
Every Time Witleſs goes about to vindicate him- 
ſelf, Huff lays his Hand upon his Sword, which 
makes him to recant. 8 
Sir Tim. But twice with a Rope to you! What 
would you do it a thouſand Times? 
Pitl. I ſwear by both the Proctors of the Uni- 
verſity, I never attempted any thing upon the 
Sex — without their Conſent. 
Sir Maur. Now Lady, ſurely here is à lawful 
Impediment with a Vengeance, why Mr. Vitleſs 
ſhould not be joyn'd in Matrimony to my Daugh- 
ter. | 


Sir 


L723 | | 
Sir Tim. III examine the Woman — [To Lucy.) 
Pray Miſtreſs, where did you firſt know my Son? 
Lucy. Your Son, Sir, knew me firſt at Cambridge. 

Sir 1im. Did he viſit you often, Miſtreſs ? 

Lucy. Not often; but when he did, twas to ſome 
Purpoſe J aſſure you, the laſt Time he carried me 
to Trumpington, there he Feaſted me, Good 
Man, I never {aw him {o wanton in my Life. 

Sir Tim. Trumpington ! Oh that Damn'd Town! 
It lies upon the Road to Hell; I loft my. Maiden- 
head there before I knew I had one —— But pray 
how tar are you gone Miſtreſs ? 

Lucy My Reckoning, Sir as one may ſay, is 
from <turbitch-Fair, we had a Merry- meeting 
there, Iaſiure you, I ſhall remember it as long 
as I live. 1 | | 

Sir Tim. Oh, tis too true! I'll ask no more Que- 
ſtions; I remember now I ſent him his Quarterege 
about that Time, it muft be ſo; Oh the Villain : 

Sir Maur. Now Witty Females; what have you 
" ſay to this ? You may brag of your Scholars in- 

eed. | 

Catch. Brother, this Failure of the Fleſh is a 
Natural Propenſity, againſt which our Philoſophy 
preſcribes no Rules. EO 
Pitl. Give me Leave, Sir, but to ſpeak now in 
my Defence; and I'll warrant you I'll make it 
as plain as any thing CHuff laying his 
Hand on his Sword} that I have nothing to ſay - 
gainſt what the Gentleman fpoke before. | 
vi Tim, Hold thy Peace then, filly Puppy 

[o Trap afide; Look ye honeſt Trap, I have 
given you Warning, that's true, but thou art a 
Civil Fellow; Ill keep thee, if thou canſt do nie 


a pieee of Service. 


Trap. 
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Trap. Oh Sir! Do you queſtion my Zeal? You 
wrong me I vow, were I to be diſmiſſed next Mi- 
nute, I would part with you like a Chriſtian 
pray what's the Buſineſs, Sir? | Ns 

Sir Iim. You ſee, Trap, this unlucky Wench is 
like to ſpoil my Son's Match, I would have you” 
take the Man to your ſelf, and try what you 
can do with him. If a Preſent of Five — * 
Guineas will ſatisfie him, I'll give it freely; in 
the mean while, I'l make Sir Maurice believe, 
*twas only a Miſtake. © 

Trap. Do you but look well to your Part, Sir, 
and truſt me with mine, and III warrant you, 
Things will go ſwimmingly on our fide. | 

| Trap takes Huff aſide, they make as if they 
were arguing together. 5 

Sir Tim. | To Sir Maur.] All this Story, Sir Mau- 
rice, proves at laſt nothing but a Miſtake ; the 
Man took my Son for one Feremy Witleſs of Briſtol, 


now liſted in Flanders. 

Lady M. I thought indeed, a Man of Greek and 
Latin was above thole Infirmities. 

Huff. Blood and Thunder, [Walks backward and 
Five hundred Guineas! I'll forward between Trap 
hang the whole Generation and the Company. 
of em before I take Six | | 
Thouſand Pounds. What, for pitiful Five hundred 
Pounds ſell the Honour of my Family 

Str Maur. Sir Timothy, what's the Matter now 
with the Gentleman? He makes a Noiſe, and 
talks, I think, of Six thouſand Pounds. 

Sir Tim. The poor Man is mad I fancy, that he 
has miſs'd his Prey; I {uppole he ſays, he'd give 
fix thouſand Pounds to find him out. 

Huff. 3 off from Trap. ] Blood and Thun- 

1 


der, let me go; I] cut the Throat of Father and 
Son 


= - 
Son, or T'll have better Satisfaction before I 
Part. 


Enter Meanwell, affecting a great Sadneſs. 


Mean. I am ſorry, Brother, I muſt make of this 
Day of Joy the moſt melancholy Day ot your Life, 
by ES to you the ſaddeſt News you could 
ene. 

Sir Maur. Oh Heavens! Brother, what is it? 

Mean. Our Hamburgh Ship Fas brought this dif- 
_ Account, that Mynhecr Van Dunk is broke, 
an 

Sir Maur. Alas! alas! I am undone, undone for 
ever, Twenty thouſand Pounds at a Clap, I ſhall 
not be able to ſhew my Head. 

Mar. Oh the unſeaſonable Misfortune ! 

Lady M. Why fo concern'd, Sir Maurice ? What, 
now your weak and puny Soul muſt fret, and be 
diſturb'd at this! Thanks to Philoſophy, mine is 
firm and unſhaken. | 

Lovew, My Fortune is ſafe fill ; what Love 
could not do, Intereſt may I'll not deſpair [A/ide, 

Str Tim, (To Witl.] Oddſzookers! the Cale is al- 
ter'd : Hark ye Tim. I have always obſerv'd, that 
a Man never thrives in the World that has wrong'd 
a modeſt Woman ; therefore in point of Intereſt, 
as well as Conſcience, you muſt marry this Lady, 
and as a Penance for your not renouncing the Fleſh, 
Woman, and the Devil, ſwallow the bitter Cup of 
Matrimonial Twiſt. | 

Vitl. I marry that Woman! Sir, I beg your 
Pardon, I ſhould be Cornuted, and you know tis 
the only thing I hate. | 
Sir Tim. Gcod Boy, a Man makes himſelf ridi- 
culous in the World. that affe:is Singnlarity in 

| any 
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any Thing; you'll be Cuckolded a little before 
your Time that's true; but tis the Faſhion now, 
therefore no Soul living will take Notice of it. 

* Is it ſo upon your Word, Sir? Or do jou 
Jeſt ? | 5 | 
J Sir Tim. Ay, Tim, upon my honeſt Word 'tis 
even ſo Cuckoldom is a raging Grievance 
of the Nation for all my mincing the Matter. 
Believe me {o, as many Men as you ſee walking 
in the Streets, are ſincerely, many Cuckolds. 

: Wit!. How ſo, pray ? They are not all married 
ure. „ k 

Sir Tim. There is all the Difference, Boy; with 
thoſe that are married their Buſineſs is done, with 
thole that are not; their Buſineſs is now doing: 
It was ſo with you, and juſt ſo twill be with them, 
comfort your {elf with that. | 

Witl. Jam as glad as any Thing tis ſo, I pro- 
teſt J am, for to tell you the Truth, the Thing di- 
ſturbed me a little; but ſince you ſay tis the 
Mode, I {corn to be ſingular. 

Sir Tim, Beſides, Tim, Mrs. Meanwell has now 
loſt her Fortune, and Beggar for Beggar, tis much 
better for us if you'd marry this good Lady here, for 
by this means we avoid a chargeable Suit, the Man 
was talking of no leſs than/6000 I. Damages; 
hang him, 6000 l. would * — 

Witl. By the Univerſit I do not think there is 
one Thouſand Pound difference between an honeſt 
Woman, and a Common-One. | 

Cler. Oh the Brute ! what pity 't had- been a 
Woman of Virtue had fallen to the Lot of ſuch a 
Fool, who does not underſtand the Value of ſo great 
a Treaſure. | | UAſide. 

Witl. By the 1 Plato's Eat, I am of the 


Opinion of that famous Poet Tacitus, who ſays, 
ae, He 


_ 
He had rather be Cuckolded by a pretty coaxing 
Wife, than eſcape the Diſhonour, eithet thro; the 
Uslineſs, or the ſurly Virtue of one peeviſhly 
A | | 
 Hiff. Sir Timothy, J rejoice to ſee Things run 
thus 1n a right Channel, and to make my Joy 
compleat, I have but one Favour more to beg of 
you, viz. That Mr. Witleſs, and my dear Relation 
ere, may he jo yned inſtantly. for I am comman- 
ded with my Regiment for Flanders to morrow 
early, and l ſhould not croſs the Sea with a quiet 
Mind, ſhould I leave this piece of Work un- 
RL 

Sir Tim With all my Heart, Sir, but where 
ſhall we find an Executioner ? | 
Huff. I have a Levitical Conjurer below, who, 
with Sir Maurice's leave, will give us a Touch of 
his Black Art. 

Sir Maur, My Houſe, Sir, is at your Service. 
Sir Tim, What ſay you to it, Tim? Come hang 

Conſideration, the ſhorceſt Follies are beſt. 

 Witl. Come then, a Pig in a Poke, away to the 
Conjurer, thon art not the firſt who has carry'd a 
great Belly to the Parion. 
| | Exennt Sir Timothy, Witleſs, Huff, and Lucy. 

Sir Maur. Clerimont, I promiſed my ſelf a great 
deal of Happineſs in the Honour of your Alliance 
but ſince my Hopes are defeated, and I cannot, in 
the Circumſtances I am in at preſent, offer poor 
Mariana to you for a Wife; I muſt thank you for 
your Civilities to her, and wiſh you ſomewhere 
elſe Fortune anſwerable to your Merit. 

Cler. Yon offend me, Sir Maurice, with this Diſs 
courſe: As it was not for her Fortune I courted 
your fair Daughter, fo this Loſs ſhall make no 
change in me: I love = better thay ever I * 

M al 
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all I have in the World is hers, and conſequently at 
your Service. 7 | . 

Lovew. Then farewel to my Hopes there, I am 
put to my laſt Prayers indeed, but rather than 
Fail Pl make ſure of Sir AMaggot Fingle, his Wit 
ſhall be my Excuſe. | Afae. 

Mar. Jo Cler.] No, Clerimont, you are too Ge- 
nerous, and whatever Violence I do to my Incli- 
nation in pronouncing the Words, we muſt part, 
Fortune has croſs d my Wiſhes, and placed my 
Heart beneath you. ; 
ier. Oh killing Words! Cruel Mariana! do you 
oppoſe my Happineſs ? Who could have ſuſpected 
it? My Heart was not prepared for ſo ſevere a 
Stroke. | | 

Mar, "Tis not, Clerimont, hecauſe I hate you, 
or love you leſs ; Heaven, that ſees into my Breaſt, 
knows how pure and ſincere is my Love for you, 
but I am ſenſible that your Eſtate requires a preſent 
Fortune to make you eaſie: I wiſhed to be yours, 
when I had Reaſon to hope my Father's Kindneſs 
would have made us live happily in the. World ; 
but fince Heaven has decreed otherwiſe, I muſt 
not be ſo ungrateful to your Love, as to deſire to 
be an Obſtacle to your Fortune. 

Cler. If you have not a Mind, Divine Mariana, 
to lee a fad Lover expire at your Feet, forbear 
talking any more of Fortune, the whole World 
without you cannot make me happy, and with 
. 1 am richer than the greateſt Monarch upon 

Arth. ; 
Mar, Fortune, whach has robb'd me of all my 
Hopes, could not rob you of my Heart, it 1s yours, 
Clerimont, in ſpite of her, and it Iowed it all be- 
fore to your Love, what can I give now to yeur 


Generoſity | 
| Cler. 
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- Cler. Your ſelf, Madam, and in you all that 
this World can gratifie my Ambition withal, 


Enter Sir Timothy, Witleſs, Huff, and Lucy. 


Witl. LLeading Lucy, and turning ber round] 
I fancy the vin is worth the owning, the Creature 
feels as a ſound piece of Mortality ; *tis but ſup» 
poling the firſt Night we lay together, that we 
wn Lowry marry'd four or five Months, and all is 
well. 1 

Sir Tim. Good Tim, my Mind is now at eaſe, 
to ſee you a Man like my ſelf, and by this He- 
roick Act of yours do I know you to be of the true 
Blood of the Vitleſſes, who for theſe five Gene- 
rations have outbraved Cuckoldom : Come, thou 
art a good Boy, and haſt a true Notion of the 

Thing. 
VPitl. Nay, I think I am as good a Man as I 
was before; my Leg is as ſtrait now as it was 
in the e e and I find not the leaſt Altera- 
tion in my Health; why ſhould I be Melancholly ? 
T ſee no Caule, not J. | Js 

Lucy. This is the Wheel of Fortune, Mr. Wit- 
le /s; when People boaſt of Favours they never en- 
Joy d, they come often to father Children they ne- 
ver got: [Throws off ber Diſguiſe.) But ſee, you 
have better Luck than you delerve. | 

Sir Tim. Hell and Furies! what have we here? 

Lucy, Honeſt Lucy, at your Service, as pure a 


Virgin as ever was born —— for all your bragging 
Mr. Witleſs —— 


Witl. Trap, you Trap, by the Univerſity thy 
pretty Siſter. =—— Oddzooks ! "tis well tis no 


worle, 
M 2 e 
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Trap. Thad a pretty Match for her in my Eye, 
but ſince Deſtiny throws her upon you, Ini Bot 
contend with your Stars; take her and wear her, 
ſhe is yours, I hope you'll uſe her civilly.  _ 

Lady M. Sure Sir Timothy will not ſuffer his 
witty. Son to be thus proſtituted to an illiterate 
Abigail — 35 | 

Sir Tim. Not I, by Hell! This is an impudent 
Cheat, a Trick of that Raſcal there, I {moak it, 
but I'll ſee them all hang'd; I'll to Juſtice im- 
mediately : Juſtice | Juſtice ! Exit, 

Witl.. You may hang the Reſt if you! pleaſe, 
Father, but I'll take care to hang this little 
Rogue my ſel! : Come, dear Lucy, thou melting 
Sugar-loaf. of Pleaſure, thou art a good Girl, by 
the Univerſity i always loved thee z; give me thy 
Hand, I ſay it once more, thou art my Wife: 
Let Sir Timothy tume, my Mother's Land is Five 
Hundred Pounds per Annum, and that's enough for 
us: Hocus Focus, thou art a Maid to Day, I'll 
make thee a Woinan to Morrow. 

Lucy. So much Juſtice you owe me I'm ſure 
for your vain Boaſting; bat look to your ſelf now, 
I' be even with you, I warrant you, and turn your 
Fictions into Real Hiſtories with a Vengeance. 

Sir Maur. Now, Lady Grumble, are you con- 
vinc'd that Mr. Vitleſs is not to have my Daugh- 
ter ? Shall we at laſt have the Favour of your Con- 
Tent for this Gentleman. l 

Lady MA. No, Sir Maurice, not as long as Ibreathe; 
what, do you think I'll admit into my Family a 
Deſpiſer of Wit, one who knows well enough I'm 
an Author, and never had the Manners to ask me 
to read any of my Works to him? 7 f 

Cler. I am not, Madam, ſuch an Enemy to Wit 

as your Ladyſhip makes me, I love it but as : Gen- 
tleman 


1 


UAueman, without either Pride or Affectation; I 
could entertain the Company with a ſmall Eflay 
ot my own Poetry, a S ON GI made Yeſterday, if 
| you could promiſe your ſelves Patience enough to 
ear it. 
Lady M. Hear it? Ay, with all our Hearts; 
who is there to ſing it? 5 


; SONG. 
I. O VE, thou art beſt of Human Joys, 


Our chiefeſt Happineſs below, 
ll other Pleaſures are but Toys; 
Mu ſic k, without Thee, is but Noiſes 
And Beauty but an empty Show, 


Heav'n, who I nem beſt, what Man could move, 
And raiſe his Thoughts above the Brute, 

Said, Let him be, and let him Love, 

That, muſt alone his Soul improve, 


Howe er Philoſophers diſpute. 


. I proteſt the Man writes well enough for a 
Fidler. | 
Sir Maur. Oh rare! I hope your Ladyſhip is 
{atisfied now. 
Lady AM. Yes, Sir Maurice, I'm ſatisfied that 
that Man muſt be your Son- in-Law; and my 
Reaſon for it is, becauſe he is a Ninny and a 

Booby. | 
Sir Maur. Sdeath! What a Babel is here? Where 

are we now ? | 

Lady A. Where are we, ſay you? In the worſt 
Place in the World for Manners ſure; what for 
à Man to be ſo hardy, ſo bold, and ſo deſtitute 
of Politeneſs and Complaiſance, as to affront 
Philoſophy. to my Face, is a Crime never to be 
N attoned 
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attoned for, howeverPhiloſophers di ſpute quoth he: 


That's as much as to ſay, We are Fools; my Siſter, 
Daughter, and 1, all Fools. | : 


Mean, I never heard my Siſter draw a more na- 


tural Concluſion in my Life. 


} 


* 


Lady M. But III revenge Philoſophy I'm re- | 


ſolved;and to make anExample of this Uumannerl 
Compoſer of Songs, I'll inflict upon him the Curſe 
of a poor ſilly Portionleſs Wife. Sir Maurice, 


whether you will or no, that ignorant Songſter 


there ſhall have your Daughter, his ſhallow Wit 
will fit her little Genius, as well as her Hamburgh 


Fortune, his ſhatter'd Eſtate. | 
Cler. Pleaſe your ſelt, Madam, with your mean 


Railleries, I am ſenſible of nothing but my pre- 


ſent Happineſs, FEES 
Sir Maur. Did not I tell you, Mariana, we 


ſhould carry the Day ? I knew well enough I 


ſhould bring it to paſs. Now we are all pleaſed, 


J hope. : | 
Mean. Only, poor Siſter Catchat, ſhe has Reaſon 


to take it ill, that in ſo plentiful a Diſtribution of 
Human Fleſh, ſhecan catch Nothing, but muſt at 
laſt take up with her Men in the Moon, or her Vi- 
lions and Chimeras. 

Catch. Av, Chimeras; let my Niece look to her 
ſelf, there Reigns one ſtill in Clerimont's Heart will 
make her live uneaſie all her Days, let me tell her 
that, and ſo Adieu. it. 
Lady M. Inſert this in the Articles, Mr. En- 
groſs; 1 charge you, that this illiterate Couple 
hall never come into my Houſe, I'll not be peſter d 


with ſtupid Creatures, not J. 


Sir Maur. Not into my Houſe ? By my Lord 


Mayor I'll leave you, Lady Petu ant, with your 
Fingles to make Almanacks and Ballads, 


Lady 


Y 
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So Lady M. Yes, yes, the World ſhall ſee hom 


much 1 value Wit in ſpite of Fools; Sir Maggot 
Jingle ſhall be my Son- in-Law, and for the Future 
none ſhall be admitted into my Houſe but Beaus 
Eſprits; therefore, Sir Maurice, think of another 
Habitation for your ſelf. 5 „ 
Cler. [To Sir Maur. ] You are Maſter of my 
Houſe, Sir, and ſhall Command in it more Abſo- 
lutely than you did in your own. | 
Lady M. The Kindneſs, Sir, will be ſeaſonable. 
Mean. Then ſince you are pleaſed fo imperti- 
nently to inſult me, know, Siſter, to your Con- 
fuſion, that the News from Hamburgh is falſe, that 
my Niece's Fortune is not loſt, but rather improv d 
by a conſiderable Return. I put this Trick upon 
you to try your Philoſophy, and let the World ſee 
do the Bottom of Female Wits. 
Sir Maur. Oh, Dear Brother, you revive me! 


How happy aml, that J have ſtill a Fortune to make 


a Return to Cleri mont Generoſity [To Cler.] 
It is all yours, Sir; give me leave to make the 
reſt of my Life Comfortable in yours, and my 
Daughter's Company, and retire with you into 
Eſſex. | 

: De. This will compleat my Happineſs, Heas 
ven be thank'd: 1 {hall have all I could wiſh for 
in this Wor'd my Father, and Clerimont. 

Lady M. And bleſſed be my Stars, ſay I, that 
Ignorance and Wit ſhall dwell no more together; 
farewel rude and unpoliſh d Crowd: You Wit- 
ty Daughter of mine, follow me. 

„ HD [Exeunt Lady M. and Lovewit. 
Mean. Brother, let this Day be Celebrated as a 
Day of Joy and Deliverance to your Family 
from the Tyrannical and Arbitrary power of a 
Proud, Scolding, Whimſical, Philoſophical Wife: 
5 9 You 


93 N — 
4 * Y 


Man firſt was de ſtin d for the Sov reign - ¾ay 
But haughty Woman ſcorning to Obey , 


-You have now' got à Second that will ſtand by 
vou. Im ſure. © Let not therefore an impertinent 


31 . 
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Sir Maur. Tl make the beſt of - your Advice to 
be ſure; but, good Brother however Eaſy the 
Tasle may ſeem to one without Experience, 
— ord all Married men find it a Difficult - 
One. N „ t 44 B YRSTS 1 


” 


Call 'd tober.Beauty's Aid, the Serpent's Art. 
Surpris'd his Reaſon and Inſnar?d bis Heart. 


Since when. we ſtruggle for ou? Right in van, 


* 


Their Tongues aud Eyes will fill the Rule maintain 
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